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CHAPTER I. 

OF WHICH THE BEADES SHALL KNOW THE FUBFOBT. 

Standing near the south-east comer of the Astor House, 
at dusk, in a November drizzle, looking at the river of 
mud, through which the fleets of omnibuses were dash- 
ing, and waiting for an opportunity to ford the perilous 
passage so as to make my way to Ann street, I perceived 
at length a momentary opening. Three stages were 
coming up abreast, on a full trot — ^four were coming 
down Broadway, all in the full excitement of our daily 
races. The mud, of imknown depth, but soft consistence, 
was spattering in every direction. In another instant 
the whole space, now for the moment open, would be 
filled with wheels and horses. A slip of the foot, a sprain 
of the ankle, and I should be trodden on and run over* 
But the man who wishes to cross Broadway must have 
courage, a firm foot, a careful eye, and above all a rapid 
step. There is no telling how much the present state 
of Broadway is doing to exalt the character of our citi- 
zens. A man accustomed to crossing Broadway would 
think nothing of leading a forlorn hope through the 
trenches to storm a battery. We shall have plenty of 
good soldiers when we need them — thanks to our worthy 
corporation ! 

A good opportunity should not be lost. The space 
was clear, as I said, but it might not be again for half an 
hour. I placed my foot firmly upon the curb-stone— I 
sprang forward. The three up-bound stages were at 
least twenty feet ofi^I was clear of the noses of the first 
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pair of horses coming down — ^I only felt the breath of the 
next — ^I dived under the pole of another omnibus, and was 
already congratulating myself upon my escape, when a 
shout reached me— I felt the mud spattering in my face, 
and with a desperate spring forward, I just cleared the 
horses of an omnibus coming down Park Row, and found 
myself almost knocked over by the wheels of another, 
which was thundering dovirn the same avenue— that is, 
it would have thundered had not the wheels been muffled 
by the mud. 

It was a narrow escape — and the stages from the in- 
tersecting street were more than I had calculated for. 
But i was over. My life had one peril the less. Had 
the worthy Mr. Hague cast my horoscope, he would have 
found that this conjunction of^ omnibuses corresponded 
with some ominous conjunction of planets, no doubt. 

And now I come to the important matter. Courage, 
firmness, skill and luck should not be called into action 
for nothing. When Leander swam the Hellespont he 
found a hero. Lord Byron swam it, and he wanted a 
hero, too. I found what was much better — that, without 
which heroes and heroines would not avail me. I found 
a publisher. 

Yes; as I landed, breathless, upon the walk; as the 
tones of that city Brass Band, playing that eternal waltz, 
in Bamum's balcony, struck on my ear, there came a big 
hand upon my shoulder, and the exclamation : — 

"Well, Old Fellow! how are you? — ^give us a wag of 
your bones I Why ! you are all over mud I" 

"Bah! that's nothing. I am glad to keep my bones 
whole. It looked doubtful for a'second or two. Mud will 
rub oflP — ^but what's the news ? How is literature ?" 

"Coming up, now that the election is over. The 
country is safe, and people will find time to read again. 
You can't do better than to give ue something?" 

"How so?" 

"Why, all your books have sold first rate. They 
were out of print six months ago, and you can't get a 
copy for love or money. You should have let me print 
a second edition of the last one." 

"I had much rather give you another." 
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"Had you? Well, by Julius CsBsar! it would sell. 
We can get pfF ten thousand, easy, you only give it a 
good title." 

•'Pray,*what's the odds about a title? A good book 
should i\e read if it had no title at all." 

"Should be! Yes, but it would not. I had rather 
have a poor book with a good title than the best thing 
in the world without something to excite the curiosity. 
Every book sells at first on the credit of its name, or its 
author's reputation. Give us a good book — ^but be sure 
and give it a good title — something that will make people 
pick it up— something to pique their curiosity. Throw 
in a little dash of voluptuousness " 

"Oh!" 

"Yes, but make it very moral at the latter end. A 
bad book with a good moral to wind up with, is like a 
reformed rake ; the women say that he makes the best 
husband." 

"What does your wife think of it?" 

"She believes it — and wishes that I would reform." 

"There it is. If a rake ever would refi)rm, there 
might be something in the maxim." 

"Oh, they do— there is the whole Native American 
corporation ; they go for reform, every one of them ; dog 
my cats if they don't." 

"They are opposed to foreign influence?" 

"Yes— death on the Pope, and down on ^e Irish." 

"In fevor of protection to American industry, are they?" 

"Certainly; — ^Americans can do their own voting and 
their own fighting — ^work up their own cotton and chew 
their own tobacco." 

"Very well, sir; very well. Somebody has said, Let 
me make the songs of a people and I care not who makes 
their laws. That was said of the days when nearly all a 
nation's literature was contained in its balladB. A book 
has more influence than a song, and nine teen-twentieths 
of the books upon your shelves are written by foT'eigners. 
Your Native American Magistrate, tearing foreign influ- 
ence, turns a German out of employment, and drives a 
score of Irish apple-women from the walks around the 
Park, making a pressure in peanuts, and a crisis in candy; 
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and Uien publislies twentj thousand copies of an English 
high tory book, which are sent into every Tillage in the 
country, to corrupt the principles of our youth, fill them 
with udse notions of aristocratic splendor, aifd with dis- 
gust at their own simple form of government. How 
many Irish hod-carriers would have as much influence as 
Allison, or the autk(Mr of Ten Thousand a Year?" 

<*CoBsideraUe of a hei^), I guess." 

"And then for protection. The importers of foreign 
. calicoes have to pay for them— -or promise to pay at least, 
and j\ist now our credit is none of the best, over the 
water. But your importer of thought pays neither cost 
nor duty. You get for a single guinea what costs the 
English publisher a thousand. Cottmi spinners, sugar 
planters, and the owners of coal nnnes, can be jn^ected 
at the elpense of the whole people. But the poor devil 
who writes a book ranst compete with the stolen goods 
plundered from England, France and Germany." 

"Rather hard, I confess, and not veiy consu^nt.** 

" It b not very easy to manufocture f<Hr a market, siqyplied 
with a full stock of stden goods. It was a good joke on 
Sidney Smith though, for £he Philadelphia puUishers to 
pirate his works, H£b&r he had been conq^aining so bit- 
terly of being svdndled in their stodts." 

*' But that is nothing to the purpose. It is as it is— 
Polk is elected — the country is safe— «iid if yon will only 
write a story and give it a good ti^e, it will sell. Dog 
my cats if it wont! So, set about it." 

I walked <m to my favorite coffee-house, read my fo- 
Yorite evening papers, discussed my favorite beverage; 
and in the midst of my waking dreams, bethought me 
of a fow adventures, which, by a little bringing together 
and dove-tailing, might make a pdssable nouvm^tUf Mdth 
the title which I have affixed as a{^iropriate. If it .wont 
do-^why, the publishers may christen it themselves. 

Reader, kind by courtesy, and I hope charitable in 
reality, this time, at least, thou hast not skipped the 

PREFACE. 
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A FESUNG of awM responsibility comes o¥er the 
author, when he sits down to write for the public He 
speaks to thousands — to millions it may be— ^tnd, gloriouf 
possibility! — ^to posterity. This is very grand. He 
looks for the rostrum from which he is to address the 
vast multitude which he' sees thronguig around him. His 
bosom is filled with an indescribable dread ; he feels in 
every limb a nervous trepidation* He uses long words, 
and incomprehensible sentences, to convey sublime ab* 
stractions; and all for the want c^ two or three common* 
sensp reflections. 

What is this public? Who compose the thousands 
and the millions? Who will make up posterity? Tom, 
Dick, Harry, — Susan, Jane, Sally,*-Mr. Smith and Mrs* 
Jones ; the grocer on the oiext comer ; the shoe-maker 
that beat his wife last Wednesday ; the gentleman that 
drives round the ash^cart ; Mrs. Bruce, the elegant daugh- 
ter of a retired tallow-chandler ; and Mr. Simpson, the 
dashing buck, whose venerable father kept a stall for so 
many years in Fulton market. All these are very re* 
spectable people in their way; descendants of Adam and 
Eve it is thought, through Noah and his &mily ; and such 
as these, with you and I, make up the public, and will 
make posterity, if we let nature have its due course. 

The pretty cigar girl, over the way, who smiles so 
pleasantly, when she rises to wait upon a customer, and 
then sinks so gracefidly into her chair, when she haa 
bowed him out, is an interesting item in this mass of pub- 
lic, and is sure, quite sure to read my story. I can al- 
most hear the jingle of her sixpences, destined to purchase 
it. Her bright eyes will bend over the page — ^her pretty 
lips are parting into a smQe — ^her breath, fragrant as the 
perfume of her unrivalled *'Normas," envelopes the vol- 
ume. The public vanishes — ^posterity is no longer awfld. 
I see nothing but the rosy-cheeked cigar girl. 

It is but a little matter, between us two — a winter's 
evening conversation, when there is nothing more attrac- 
tive — ^the pastime of some sununer's day, under a shady 
tree, stretched upon the grass, or sitting upon the ded£ of 
a steam boat, or while effecting the annihilation of time 
and space in a rail-road car. The school-boy, bending 
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down his head, in an apparently profound effort to master 
a conjugation, may have this page opened beneath his 
grammar. The budding Miss, sent early to bed, as bud- 
ding Misses should be, may draw it from some snog ccm- 
eecdment, and lighting with a stolen loco-foco the treas- 
ured bit of candle, may let it shine upon the bodk, the 
pretty night-cap, and the dimpled face, which its ruffled 
border surrounds — a pure and delicate frame for such a 
lovely picture. Delicious fstncj ! Thought of extacy I 
^nce we enjoy so little real, do not frown upon ^ur ima- 
ginary bliss. 

Something, even now, has been accomplished* By a 
akilful stratagem, a preface, as necessary to a book as a 
blessing to a feast, and generally as little regarded, has 
found readers ; and the author, with a powerful effort of a 
brilliant imagination, and the exertion c^ great presence of 
mind, has broken through the awful trepidation which 
wight otherwise have hindered the fidl exertion of hb 
powers, and is now ready, in a new chapter, to begin the 
story, to which this may be c<msidered, if the virtuous 
reader have no objections, — 

THE INTRODUCTION. 
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CHAPTER II. 

HOW A UTTLB BOLL FIlfDS A FATHBB AND LO0B8 
A XOTHBB. 

You are to imagine a cold, (Jaik, wintry afternoon*- 
bleak, bitter, and comfortless as is ever experienced. 
White caps on the cold, bleak river — the leafless trees 
creaking and shivering — the noses of even the beautifiil 
turned blue, or purple. Ragged wretches are scraping 
ash heaps for a bit of fuel, or raking for food in the frozen 
offiJ, thrown into the gutter. Idlers are gathered closely 
round the stoves in porter-houses, drinking hot-stufl^ and 
playing everlasting dominoes. 

In short, it is the afternoon of a brief winter's day, 
in the year 1830. A stout, red-faced man, warmly 
wrapped up in a thick over-coat, with a big comforter, 
prepared by his careful wife, wrapped round his neck, 
leaves his counting-house in the lower part of Wall street 
for home and a late dinner. As he comes to the first 
comer, the blast strikes him — ^he ducks his face in the 
warm thick woollen that envelopes his neck, shakes him- 
self heartily, and prepares for a brisk walk up-town, which 
he hopes may start his blood and give him an appetite. 

Mr. Jonathan Hallett was a very good specimen of an 
American merchant. Shrewd, enterprising, careful, and 
always attentive to his business, he had year by year 
made money, and was very well able at this time, to retire 
from business. But for what purpose ? Business had 
become a habit, a necessity. What had been first his 
duty, and then his interest, was now a pleasure. He had 
tried it. Went for three weeks to a &shionable watering 
place, to enjoy himself, and got bored to death. Never, 
since he was first married had he seen so happy a m<K 
ment, as when he got back to his counting-house again, 
and commenced looking over his ledger. 

He was married. Yes, the excellent and amiable 
daughter of the merchant who had taken him when a boy, 
and brought him up, in the good old times when a clerk 
was one of the family, and commenced his duties by black- 
ing his employer'fl iMots^ bocamid in due Mttit Ms "WiSb* ft 
1* 
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was a very quiet affair/and not at all romantic He was 
an honest and steady young man, and a j&vorite with her 
parents, and in consenting to their wishes she consulted 
her own happiness. They had lived together for many 
years in comifort and respectability. They received and 
returned the visits of an excellent, but rather dull circle of 
acquaintances. . They went to church every Sunday, they 
read the papers, and subscribed to the charitable societies. 
In short, they belonged to that great class of citizens who 
are possessed of so many good, and so few interesting 
qualities. 

Mr. Hallett, as he came up to Broadway, crossed over 
to the sunny side, when the sun shines, gave a single look 
at the church-yard, which contained the remains of his 
wife's parents, and walked briskly on, measuring his steps 
with a sort of tune, whistled in a whisper, the air of which 
changed every now and then between Yankee Doodle, 
and Life let us Cherish. Avoiding the rapid passen- 
gers, whom he met in his way, with the habitual tact of 
those accustomed to crowds, he made a satisfectory prog, 
ress homeward. 

Conscious of the possession of many comforts, of which 
so many around him were deprived, Mr. Hallett did not 
complain, while he could not avoid sometimes regretting 
that one thing had been denied him. He had no children. 
Year after year of married life had passed on, and the 
hoped-for blessing came not. There were no complain- 
ings, no repinings, unless in secret; much less a harsh 
word, or an ill-timed jest. Old women gossiped over 
their tea, upon the matter, as they always have, and al- 
ways will ; and Mrs. Hallett felt sometimes with an un- 
easy sensation, that her husband looked upon her regret- 
fully. 

I said that there was little romance in the courtship of 
these estimable people. So there was no violent, burning 
passion. All was calm, considerate and proper. Every 
body said that it was an excellent match ; and so, with 
the one mentioned exception, it was ; and perhaps, as the 
lady sometimes said to herself with a sigh, it was all for 
the best. She was a patroness of the Oiphan Asylum, 
and Mr. Hallett took gi^at interest in a Sunday School. 
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Warmed with the exercise of a walk, from WaU street 
to Bleecker, Mr. Hallett was turning into the ktter street, 
and enjoying in fancy the warm dinner that awaited' 
him, when a little girl, very thinly clad, suddenly stood 
before him, as if she had risen through the side-walk ; but 
she had cmly come from the lee side-of a sugar-box. 

" Please sir"— she said, and her teeth chattei^d so that 
she could get out no more ; but she held out a very little 
hand, perfectly clean, and it seemed, almost frozen. ' In- 
deed, it looked almost transparent, it was so white and 
thin. 

Mr. Hallett usually carried some small coins — sixpences 
and pennies, to give to those who did him any little ser- 
vice, or who appeared to stand in need of charity ; but 
they were in his trewsers pockets, and to get at them he 
would have to unbutton his great coat, and take off his 
woollen gloves. So, thinking that there was a great deal 
of imposture in the world, he shook his head and passed on. 

But the little girl, who had taken courage from his hesi- 
tation, ran to his side, and looking up in his face, said, in 
a sweet, plaintive voice : 

" Ah ! sir ; if you knew how sick my poor mother is," 
and the big tears started from her eyes. 

" What !" said Mr. Hallett, stopping again, " why child, 
what is the matter? There, don't cry, there's a good girl, 
and I will give you a shilling — there, don't cry." 

" Oh ! will you, sir ? will you be so good ?" exclaimed 
the little creature, with animation, while her pretty blue 
eyes glistened through her tears, and she seemed to forget 
how cold she was. "Oh! thank you, sir. Now dear 
mother can have some fire." 

"What! what! Some fire? Hasn't your mother a 
fire ?" said the good merchant, thinking what a rouser he 
had in his own. grate by this time, and of the dog and cat 
that were lying so comfortably on the rug. 

" No, sir : not to-day. All the wood was gone yester- 
day, but we had some bread, and mother is sick, so she 
can't eat ; and when she got asleep I came out to beg. 
Is it wicked to beg, sir ?" 

"My God, no," exclaimed the merchant, while the 
moisture' came if^ his eyes, and a cokl blast made the 
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little girl shiver. '< If I only had such a child," he thoagH 
'* how comfortable I wouki make her. She need neveir 
be cold nor hungry." 

" Where does your mother live, my little girl," said he, 
k>oking down tenderly, and trjdng to shield her from the 
cold. She was a slight little creature, scarcely eight years 
old, and he felt as if he could take her in his arms and 
warm her in his bosom. 

'^ Down there," said she, pointing to a narrow alley a 
short distance off. '* I'm afiiiiid mother will wake up, and 
I shall be gone." 

^'Come!" said the merchant, taking her hand, **Come 
to your mother." 

He took the child by the hand and passed down the 
alley. There was an old, rickety- building in the rear, 
with stairs on the outside. The little girl 1^ him to one 
of the stair^cases. They clambered ijq>, over the snow 
and ice, the stairs shaking as if they would ^, and the 
little girl tugging away at the merchant's hand. 

The little creature opened the do<»' softly, and led her 
friend into the room. Upon a miserable bed in (me cor- 
ner, was her mother. 

'* Hush I mother has not waked yet ;" said she, advan* 
cing into the room on tip-toe : *' how very l<Hig she does 
sleep. Shall I wake her up, sir ?" 

Mr. Halle^ advanced further into the room, which was 
so naked, cold, and silent, that it chilled him to the heart. 
A strange fear came over him, as getting used to the com- 
parative darkness, he looked at the still form, and pale face 
before him. He listened, and heard his own oiieathing ; the 
woman moved not — ^he came neareiw-stared in terror at 
a face rigid as marble, and laid his hand tqpon a c(»rpse ! 



CHAPTER III. 

THE OBPHAN BECOMES A BEIJ.E. 

Death 1 it is a common jest. The soldier laughs at it. 
The physician studies it. The priest moralizes aboat it. 
MU in tlMu: turn wa&t it It is a w«|kxne nlirf«o agB| 
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mnd sometimes to pover^ and care ; but it, is very dread- 
&1 to the young. With what a shudder of hmror the child 
looks,. for the first time, upon a corpse ! How he shrinks 
back from the cold, clammy touch of the face iie once 
knew, full of animation ! Mysterious life ! who shall 
define thee? 

Not I^ certamly. I give it up. I see its operation in 
]^nts, and animals, and my own species. I find myself 
capable of thought and memory ; but my dog thinks and 
remembers too, and £>> au^t I can see, so does a rose- 
bush or a cabbage. I am proud of a soul, an intellect, 
or whatever term may be used to express the thinking 
and feeling part of the animal ; but I am by no means sure 
that the bee, the spider, or the microscopic animalcule, as 
much smaller than the bee, as that is compared with me, 
may not have equal cause for self-gratulation. And if the 
thinking and remembering and calculating Acuity be by 
its nature indestructible in its individuality, wliy then, my 
dog, and the spider, and the animalcule, may h4ve immor- 
tal souls as well as we. 

We die — millicms of generations die — ^their bodies de- 
cay, go back to the elements, supply^ the nutriment of 
vegetation, and enter into the material of other bodies. 
The same matter answers for thousands of successive 
souls. Why may not, in the economy of nature, the same 
soul answer fi>r thousands of bodies ? If the soul be mat- 
ter, then it may like the body be resolved back to the ele- 
ments which compose it. If not matter, then it is nothing, 
subject to no loss, uncreated, indestructible, self-existent. 
Can God destroy that which is nothing ? Can He 
create, what is in its nature indestructible? 

Such thoughts must occur to him who looks thought- 
fully upon the dead. Not that Mr. HaUett had such 
reflections. Oh ! no ; good man, he went to church, 
said over the creed, and never doubted. He was a 
delightful parishioner, and never asked troublesome 
questions. 

Poor little Mary ! for that was the name of the pale 
child, with blue eyes and almost transparent fingers. It 
was long before she could understand that her mother 
WQfM fiever^ nevw wnto again. She teoked upcm her 
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calm, gtatae-like &ce, beautifbl in death. IShe kissed her 
cold lips — she cried : '^ Mother ! dear iftother, wake ! 
Here is a good gentleman come to see us, and to ghre us 
fire and something to eat I" 

*' She will never wake again, p«or chiki," said the mer- 
chant solemnly. 

" Never — never !" almost screamed little Mary. Then 
shuddering, she turned paler than ever, and in a frightened 
voice she gasped out, " Is she dead ?" 

Mr. Hallett could endure it no longer. He kneh down 
by the bedside, took the chikl in his arms, and then both 
sobbed together. 

He heard some one upon the stahrs. Rising from his 
knees, he approached the door, when it opened, and a 
neighbor, an Irish woman, who living in the ceHar, came 
in with a dish of warm soup which she had procured for 
"the sick lady," as the kind woman called her. It was 
too late. Mr. Hallett desired her to wait by the corpse, 
and takinigjittle Mary by the hand, he hastened home. 

The funeral rites were performed. The poor neighbors 
of the deceased had their wants relieved ; and little Mary 
was adopted by the childless merchant and his wife. She 
could tell them but little of her &mily. Her mother's rela- 
tives she had never seen ; her fiither was sick, a long time, 
and then died ; and then they were very poor ; and when her 
mother got sick, it was worse, till at last — ^but the reader 
hks seen the result. 

The bitter memory of these things passed away as do 
aU our cares and sorrows, and in a short time Mary was 
not only one of the prettiest, but one of the very happiest 
little girls in the world. The merchant and his wife poured 
out the long obstructed current of their affections upon 
their adopted daughter; and they were amply rewarded by 
her love. Every day, when Mr. HaUett came home, the 
first one to meet him at the door was Mary. She iock 
his hat — she twined her white arms around his neck, ami 
kissed his cheek, and then set his chair in his favorite 
comer. And Mrs. Hallett, too, was very happy in hav- 
ing some one requiring her constant care, and motherly 
protection. They made a happy family. 

As Mary grew up, she had every advantage that weakh 
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could procure for her, and she became as accomplished, 
as she was beautiful, and when she had become old 
enough to mingle in society, the balls and parties given 
for her, and at which she presided, were among the most 
elegant of any in the circle of which she was an acknow« 
lodged ornament, and there were few who knew or sus- 
pected that Mary was not the daughter of those who had 
so kindly protected her. 

And so she grew up lo womanhood, and every month 
she seemed to be more lovely* Mr. Hallett repined 
no more, for his sweet Maiy seemed to have been sent 
by Providence to be the comfort o£ his age. If he 
ever felt any uneasiness, it was when he thought that 
some sad accident might befal her. Did she look pale, 
how anxious were his inquiries regarding her health. 
A cough would make him fidgety for the day. But he 
had little cause for alarm. The roses seldom left her 
cheeks, where smiles were playing among her dimples. 

Need I describe her I It is as well to let each one 
fcHrm to himself the idea conveyed in the one word bbav- 

TIFUIi. 

And in due time, Mary became a belle, and was 
spoken of with envy by less fortunate maidens, and by 
young men with admiration. At church, the pews in 
the vicinity of Mr. Hallett's became wonderfiilly filled 
up on Sunday. At the theatre, she finmd herself the 
blushing object of a score of glasses. In the ball room, 
the multiplicity of her engagements fatigued her, more 
than the flatteries ofagay beaux could animate. 

Mrs. Hallett performed ^ithfuUy the duties of a mo- 
ther, and Mary, thoughtful, sensible, modest, unintoxicated 
by adulation, ahd seemingly passionless, gave her little 
concern. 

'^ My dear," saki Mrs. Hallett, to her spouse, one night, 
after their adopted daughter had kissed them, and retired, 
" do you know that Maiy is neariy eighteen years old ?" 

"Is it possible ? It seems but yesterday, when I 
brought her home, almost famished, poor little thing !" 

" She has been a very good girl," resumed the lady, 
" her education is finished, and it is time to think of her 
being settled in life." 
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'^Time enough for that," said Mr. Hallett sharply, lor 
he did not like the idea (k losing his Marj, his darling ; 
but then he thought of it, and there rose befiune him a vision 
of a son-in-law, to whom he might trust her happiness, and 
who would take care of the fortune he should leave her ; 
and then the vision of some cherub little grand children 
warmed the old man's fancy ; for the older we get, the 
more do our affections tend to the young. 

^But, who shall we find for her?" said he, at the 
end of ah unusually long fit of musing. "Who is 
worthy of being the husband of our Mary ? The young 
men are very bad, now-a-daysj a set of wild rakes, 
with no piinciples or stability." 

"Do not tlw old always think so of the young?" 
asked Mrs. Hallett, quietly; for like most ladies, she 
was more charitable to the young men, than was her 
husband. But perhaps she knew less about them. 

They talked over the eUgibles of their acquaintance, 
but did not decide so- as to utterly prevent Mary from 
making her own' selection. Indeed, they came to the 
conclusion that it might be best, on the whole, to leave 
so discreet a girl to make her own selection. They 
also decided on another very important matter. It was 
to gratify Maiy, in an often-expressed wish to see Nia- 
gara. 



CHAPTER IV. 

FIVE LOVERS AT ONCE. 

One lovely summer's night, a stage novelty, and the ne- 
cessity of going somewhere, had crowded the saloons of 
Niblo's Garden with the "beauty and fashion" — a strong 
detachment of the " up-town ten thousand.'^ The old mer- 
chant was there with his beautiful adopted. As usual, she 
was the cynosure of all eyes, but she had become accus- 
tomed to &shionable impertinences, whether practised at 
church or theatre, or on the steps of the hotels. 

The performances ended, the ice creams were eaten, and 
Maiy, placing her hand upon her &thei^s ann* trij^ed hap* 
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pily hbmewaid, insensible to the wann glances, and aniknt 
siglis, that lighted and fimned her way through the grand 
promenade. 

It is to be obserted that the contemplation of a beaatifbl 
woman inspires thirst ; that a man who allows himself to 
get in love, is, cateris paribus^ most likely to get in liquor. 
Conse<]^ently9 a party of four ardent young gentlemen, by 
common consent, bund themselves walking across the 
marble pavement of the Alhan»ra, and while they listened 
to the murmuring music of its fountain, and a Straus waltz 
from the bfmd, they imbibed four mint jufops. 

''What a lovely night!" exclaimed Mr. John Smith, 
who for ten minutes had appeared to be lost in thought. 

"Delightful!" replied Mr. William Jones, sipping his 
julep. 

Mr. George Brown, and Mr. Charles Hillson, merely 
nodded their acquiescence, and all four, fixing their ey^B 
upon the magical ball in the fountain, which continually 
rose and foU, supported by the column of ascending water, 
continued to imbibe the perfomed drink, of which Presi- 
dent Tyler is so fond, and for making which. New Yorkers 
are celebrated. 

" Well, hang me ! if this is not the dullest party I have 
seen since my grandmother's flmeral," exclaimed a gentle, 
man who had just entered, and was now leaning over the 
table. '' Jones, what the dense is the matter with you all ! 
Is this the enchanted fountain 1 And John Smith, sitting 
there, like a paralyzed nin-com-poop ! Come, Brown — 
Hillson, what is the matter with you all ? What are you 
up to? Let's be off. It's a glorious night for a lark. 
What will we have ?" 

'' I go for a serenade," said Smith, rousing from his 
reverie, and looking sentimental. 

" Well, there's time enough for that, but let's have sup- 
per first. I must eat and drink before I can sing a note. 
Come ?" And taking Mr. Jones by the arm, Mr. James 
Judevine led the way, out doors, and into a celebrated 
refectory, where the gentlemen soon found themselves in a 
private parlor, with the delicacies of the season and sundry 
bottles of wine before them. 

Mr. Judevine was in his happiest humor. He sang 
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snatches of songs, told his best stories — ^punned in eyeiy 
other sentence — pardonable oyer a bottle, but not quite the 
thing in print. In short, he exerted his convivial powers 
in vain. Smith was sentimental, Jones sedate. Brown and 
Hillson dulL Evidently something was the matter. 

"Whatw the matter?" was the oil-repeated question* 
"Are you aU broke — for God's sake take my pocket book, 
and be merry. Have you lost your friends ? Or are 
you in love ? By the way, that's my case, but it don't 
make me sad, nor take away my appetite. No : I'm in 
better spirits than you. Eat heaitier, drink deeper, 
laugh oflener. In feet it is the most delicious sensation 
in the world. And then the lady ! She has not her match 
in the universe. Her eyes are as bhie as heaven, and 
her smiles as sweet. Her breath has the perfume <^ 
roses, I'll swear, though to teU the tmth, I was never 
near enough to know certainly, but I'll lick the man that 
doubts it. Come — a bottle of Cliquot ^t my divinity 
is the most beautiful lady in New York, to be left to a 
majority of the present company." 

"Done!" exclaimed Mr. Smith, junking up from the 
table. 

"Done!" said Jones, emptying his glass. 

"D<Hie," "Done," said Brown; and Hillson, follow- 
ing his example. 

" Good ; you can talk and drink too, I see. Suppose 
we make the bet half a dozen, I against you &ur," 
continued Judevine. 

Of course, no reasonable lover of that particular brand 
of champaigne, could possibly object to such an advanta- 
geous proposition. 

"Now then, to decide with perfect fairness, let each 
of us write upon a card the name of the lady he consi- 
ders most beautiful." 

Nothing could be fairer. The cards were inscribed ; 
and with some flushings, and heart-beatings, were all 
together turned up to the light, and on each was seen 
written the name of 

Miss Mabt Hallett. 

Each looked at the other for an instant, when a roar of 
iMighter broke from Judevine, which the rest soon echoed. 
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'^ Here's a pretty kettle offish," cried Judevine, as 80<hi 
as he had recovered firdm his fit of merriment, '* but I 
have won my bet, any way.' Mr. Jones, shall I trouble 
you to reach the bell. We'll discuss the wine first, and 
the lady afterwards ; or rather, we'll settle both afiiiirs 
together. Come Smith, don't look so savage, man ; I shall 
neither fight you myself nor allow any body else to do so, 
I assure you. Here are &ve clever fellows all in love 
with the sweetest girl in Christendom. Come, finir pLaij 
is a jewel, and the one who gets her is the best fellow, 
and her money will make him the richest. I shall do my 
prettiest, I give you notice." 

" We shall see, sir," said Mr. Brown, moodily. 

'* Sir ! Come Brown, none of that. God knows if 
the lovely girl will have either of us, and we should be 
great fools to quarrel about her. Come, here's her health. 
Here's a health to thee, Mary! Drink, HiUson, or I will 
throw the bottle at your head." 

" What a very extraordinary coincidence," said Mr. 
Brown. " How cursedly annoying," thought Smith. But 
Judevine's good nature triumphed, as good nature ever 
will ; and as bottle after bottle of the half dozen was emp- 
tied, there came the tide of mirth, and song, and jest : for- 
getfblness <^ the past, recklessness of the ftiture : all the 
joys that wait on wine. 

*' By Jupiter ! but Mary is a lovely creature," exclaimed 
Judevine, in the midst of their hilarity. *^ What a pity 
she couldn't be divided, or multiplied by five ; so that each 
might have her. She's a capiUl prize in the lottery of 
matrimony ! 

« D n it, Jude ! Why don't you talk <^ putting her 

up in a ratHe at once ? said Jones, indignantly. 

'' A raffle ?— raffle !— capital ! Just the thing. That's 
exactly what we'll do." 

" That's exactly what you won't do, by — I swore 
Brown, jumping up withextracnrdinary energy. 

'^ Oh be quiet, will you, and just pass that bottle," saki 
Judevine. '* Gentlemen, pray don't let's make fools of 
ourselves. Here are ^ve of us — good friends and good 
fellows, all — ^we have all designs upon the same lady. Is 
it not so ? No matter ; silwace gives consent. Now tbM, 
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I propose to put, not the lady, but the chances to win her 
hand and fortune in a raffle. The one who throws high- 
est is to have one uninterrupted month, in which to do his 
best to win her. If he succeeds, that ends it. Otherwise 
the next takes his chance. Can any thing be fairer ?" 

"No !" eiclaimed the four, who felt the generous influ- 
ences of the grape, and were warmed by the eloquent ap- 
peal to their friendship and magnammity. 

" Do you all agree to it t" 

"Yes!" 

" Every thing, upon honor !" 

"Of course!" 

"Oh, certainly!" 

" Honor bright !" 

" A bargain is a bargain !" 

"Waiter, can you furnish us with some dice," asked 
Judevine of the colored attendant whom the beU had called. 

" Dar is some in de baggamum board," replied the 
functionary. 

" Bring them, if you please." 

The dice were brought — they threw round a single die 
for the first throw, which was to decide their fete. The 
first throw was Hillson's. His hand tremUed as he look 
the box — his face was flushed, with more than the wine — 
and he threw the dice. 

" Twelve is good against one, but not five," said Jude- 
vine. 

" Now 'tis my turn," said Brown, grasping the dice-box, 
"though it's a devilish queer way of settling one's right to 
a pretty woman — ^but here goes." 

" Ten! pretty fair," said Smith, "but as to settling our 
right, I imagine that the lady will have that pleasing task. 
Tniere you have it — seven ! Just my cursed luck — ^but 
what's the difiference ? Come Jcmes, call <m Venus to 
befriend jdu." 

" I shall need the aid of all the heavenly powers. Six- 
teen, by all that's glorious !" 

" So it is — two sixes and a four," said Judevine, picking 
up the dice and humming "love's young dream." Now 
for my chance — here it goes — give me joy, gentlemen. 
I've got five— the lowest throw, the last chance, and the 
best." 
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" How the best chance ?" asked two or three at once. 
"How the best?" 

"Are you really so green as not to know that a pretty 
woman never accepts the first offer — never buys a dress 
till she has looked through the length of Broadway — never 
selects a shawl or bonnet, till she has examined every 
stock in town — never even finds a shoe to fit her, untU 
she has tried on some dozens ? So, coming last, I have the 
best chance. - Jones — ^you are the unfortunate rascal, des- 
tined to make the first trial. I condole with you, my dear 
boy — ^what an unfortunate youth — ^you are sure to be re- 
fused, but promise not to hang yourseir. It's vulgar — ^if 
you must die, try prussic acid, or some fashionable remedy 
for the ills of life." 

"You seem very certain, Mr. Judevine — perhaps you 
are in the lady's confidence," said Mr. Jones, not very 
pleasantly. 

"Never said above ten words to her in my life — ^but I'U 
bet you a bottle of wine I am right, and we'll have it now.'* 

♦* Talking of poisons — ^here is the one I shall use," said 
Judevine, as the other bottle of wine came in. "This is 
the most popular kind. Now and then a man, disappointed 
in love, as four out of us five are sure to be— ^ion't frown, 
Mr. Brown ! now and then you find a man taking a pistol 
— a dose of arsenic, a rope, or the river — ^but nine-tenths 
ti^e to the bottle, and that's the way I intend to do." 

"And you are practising now to get used to it," quoth 
Smith. 

"Yes — ^not disagreeable practice. Come gentlemen — 
your glasses. Jones, you are first in the field — unfortu- 
nate fellow that you are — but some men never have any 
luck. Then comes Hillson. His. chance is a little better. 
Next Brown, the best of all, if the girl believes in three 
times and out. Then Smith, and finally myself last and 
luckiest. 

" The winner will give a good supper, of course ; plenty 
of wine, and everything that's good, and the losers can 
have an opportunity to commence the course I have re- 
commended. 

" Gentlemen — health and happiness to the lady, and the 
man of her choice !" 
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CHAPTER V. 

A TXIP TO NIAGARA. 

Thx next morning, at five minutea before sQven, a car- 
riage containing three travelling trunks, with the usual 
accompaniment of band-boxes, drove down Barclay street, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Hallett, accompanied by Mary, went on 
board the steam-boat Empire. There was a rush of car- 
riages, a scrambling of passengers, a ringing of the bell, 
a blowing of steam from the escape-pipe, a yelling of 
news-boys, and then the cry "All ashore !" — " Haul in !" 
— " Cast off!" " Cling" went the beU, amid-ships. The 
ponderous machinery started — there was a rush of waters, 
and the Empire rushed out of her dock, looking as if a 
young city had floated off from its parent, to set up for itself. 

Mary, fresh and lovely as the morn, looked up the river 
and down the bay — ^now she regarded the city they were 
leaving, and now the glowing freshness of the Elysian 
fields. On moved the noble steamer — springing forward 
faster and faster, at every pulsation of her mighty heart, 
and every struggle of her iron limbs. To take in the 
sweep of her deck, was like standing at the Bowling green, 
and looking up Broadway. 

The city glided by them — the Elysian fields vanished 
in the distance — ^they came to Fort Lee, and saw stretch- 
ing far away, the great giant wall of the Pallisades. The 
tall sloop's mast, at the foot of this parapet of nature, 
looked like the spar of a fiiiry yacht — so small did all the 
^ works of art appear, compared with the grandeur of nature. 
The houses on the banks of the river appeared as small 
as bird-cages. It is a strange illusion. You become a 
portion of the huge steamer — ^you attain in idea its size, 
and you see river and mountain, and the buildings on 
shore in that false proportion. 

The Empire glided on at the rate of twenty miles an 
hour. The line of the pallisades were passed, and they 
entered the broad expanse of the Tappan sea. At the 
right lay the marble village of Sing-Sing, and at the foot of 
the cliff, just at the water's edge, Mr. Hallett pointed out 
the prison — ^where a thousand felons were passing their 
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dtffn m rikmotk tmAtivi^ wi boptlist degnidcuioiu & 
passed like th««oexi0 of •jMUMoattuu Tbe boat touched • 
momeat at CaMweU*S"*>-passeflgers ran to the guards to 
see the diving-bell of the money-huiUers, who have dis« 
covered a pirate's vessel^ twentj feet under the mud of the 
North riven Then came the rock (^ West Point, the pio« 
turesque cadets, and then rope the Highlands^ Glimous 
monuments of nature's agonies, when the earth was rent 
with convulsions 1 How calmly, how sublimely they rise 
from the waters that mirror their ragged and gigantic 
fi)rms. Mary drew a deeper breath — her bosom swelled, 
her eye dilated, her lip to<^ a more decided curve, and 
the color of her cheek was a shade deeper. She stood 
upon the deck-— watched the ever changing scene of 
grandeur and sublimity, before, and around her, and asked 
herself, *<can Niagara surpass it?" 

Away sped the steamer, through the bay of Newburgh 
— ^past all the lovely villages which line the Hudson. The 
lofty Katskills showed their hoary summits above a 
belt of clouds in the blue distance. The scene became 
one of quiet beauty, rather than wild grandeur — the river 
gradually narrowed, as they drew nearer its source, until 
they landed, and impatient of delay, found a rail-road car a 
still more rapid means of locomotion. 

There was a shriek, a sudden jerk, a rattle, a con- 
tinuous jar, and a qulokening speed. They were ofi. 
Trees and fields and buildings were performing a great 
waltz, to the music of their roaring train. The cattle 
rushed around the fields in terror. Hills came on in a 
hurry, stood to stare at them an instant, and were gone- 
valleys bowed down perceptibly to let them pass over. 
Forests danced merf ily by. Hour after hour, the engine 
rushed along its iron track, in its palpable, ceaseless ex- 
ertion. The night did not stop it. Vomiting fire and 
flames, it but seemed to breathe the harder, and put forth 
the more exertion. Its screams were answered by deep 
forest echoes, as if a thousimd fiends were greeting its 
passage. Towns and cities — ^the fair cities of the interior, ■ 
came and went, like the bright visions of a dream. The 
lovely lakes were seen a moment, and then vanished as if 
they had never existed. At last came the wild borders 
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of the Niaganu AB at once was seen an awftil chasm, 
opemng in the plain. h^<Mag down, they saw a broad, 
wild torrent, so rapid, and so deep, as to impress upon the 
mind, a feeling of its might and power. This deep, bhie 
flood, was the outlet of Niagara — they saw the maddened 
waters, coming from the great cataract— Tstruggling to find 
the peaceful level of lake Ontario. 

The next moment, gleaming in the smi, like a bright 
picture, they saw the distant &lls of Niagara. Before they 
could get a second sight, the train stopped — and they found 
themselves at the hotel. 

Mr. Hallett was tired and hungry, and as dinner was 
ready, he performed his ablutions, found his wife, and 
looked about for Maiy. She was not to be seen; so, sup- 
posing that she would soon make her appearance, the 
worthy couple hastened to a well fomished table. 

Mary was, meantime, hastening to a feast of another 
descripti<m. She felt the air and the earth trembling, like 
the chords of some mighty instrument — she heard a deep 
and solemn sound, that seemed to come up from the 
earth's deep centre. Passing through the house, she ran 
oiSj guided by the eternal cloud pillar, upon whose waving 
summit, she saw the sun-light playing. She stopped in 
in the grove. The branches 6f the ^es were tremulous, 
as if they felt the presence of some mighty spirit. In 
another moment she saw the foam of the rapids, and then 
a loud roaring came upon her ear — the tenor to the bass, 
which was sent up from the abyss which now opened. 
She stood upon the brink of the American fell. Above, 
around, below, was vast, glorious, awful Niagara. 

The maiden stood entranced — ^her senses overwhelmed, 
imagination powerless. She was as immovable as a 
statue. Strangers passed by her, but she did not heed them 
— the moments went on — she knew it not. Then was 
the dream of her youthful fency realized. Her soul drank 
in Niagara. In one moment, every idea she had ever 
formed of the wondrous cataract was banished forever, 
even from her memory ; to give place to the grand and 
overwhelming reality. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

MJt. JONES KESOLVSS TO PUKSUE HIS LUCKy AKD THE LADY. 

*• That was rather a queer proceeding of ours, last 
night," said Mr. Jones to himself as he was taking a late 
and solitary breakfast, the morning after the supper. 
** Judging by that extravagance, and my present headache, 
mint juleps and champaigne in combination, have a pow- 
erful influence upon the intellectual Acuities. What a 
fellow that Judevine is ! Who else would have thought 
of putting up a pretty girl in a raffle ? However, the 
thing's done — and as I won the first chance, I have no 
cause of complaint, at any rate. A devilish fine girl^ and 
a fortune. Old Hallett will do the handsome thing to be- 
gin with, of course. Come — ^there is no time to be lost. 
I'll begin at once." 

With this mental soliloquy, Mr. Jones swallowed his 
cofiee, threw aside the morning paper, and standing before 
the mirror, he saw there reflected, an individual about 
^ye feet six inches in height, with auburn hair, rather in- 
clining to yellow,. and brown whiskers, which at a little 
distance might have been mistaken for red. His figure 
was tolerable, his dress showy, his general air, that of the 
acquisition of gentility imder difficulties. He had been 
admitted to the bar, but never having had a client, he had 
made up his mind to sink the profession, and simply write 
himself a gentleman. 

The view of his person, afibrded by the mirror, was 
agreeable. A smile of pleasing satismction overspread 
his face, and he bowed with great politeness to his own 
reflection, when he heard a knock at the door— which, 
without an answer, opened, and in walked Judevine. 

" How are you, my dear boy," said he, extending his 
hand with cordiality — "how do you find yourself this 
morning ? I am in first rate condition, and delighted with 
our little amicable arrangement last night. Talk of your 
'sober second thoughts !' Who would have ever thought 
of such an expedient, when sober?" 

" No one, I imagine ; but if the lady ever ^nds it out, 
won't she feci insulted?" 
2 
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"What! at haying five of the finest young bucks in 
New York in love vnth her ?" 

" Yes — ^but the rafile — jcm may have heard that thej 
raffle fi>r geese and tuikeys, in the Bowery." 

" Of course I have — and very respectable birds they 
are, and when I get a good wife, I shall be very happy to 
see them at my table as often as convenient." 

*' Yes ; but to gamble for a woman 1" 

" Woul(i you have us fight for her. Two duels and a 
half at Hoboken, before we know whether she will have 
a word to say to any of us. Depend upon it, if she ever 
knows it, as she will when it is decided, and ike knot tied, 
she will laugh very heartily at the joke. But when do 
you conmience the attack ?" 

"Why? are you in such a hurry?" 

"Yes — ^for God's sake get on as fest as possible, or I 
shall have to wait so long that the anxieties and suspense 
will throw me into the consumption." 

"Of suppers and wine ; I believe you." 

" Of course I don't intend to have a hectic — a kind of 
. ticky I should wish to decline." 

" I did think, Judevine, that you had a nicer sense of 
propriety than to make such a pun as that." 

"Not personal, I assure you. . But, in regard to this 
courtship, my boy — begin at once — and either put me out 
of my misery or increase my chances twenty per cent, at 
least." 

" I thought of calling this morning." 

"Did you? — well, hang me if you don't deserve to suc- 
ceed, and I'll tell you what it is. You will get floored on 
this e^rt. You look incredulous, but I tell you, that no 
belle ever did accept the first offer, if she ever expected to 
get another. Now, then, we'll suppose that we all get 
refiised in turn, if such a thing can be supposed, when I 
am in the field ; but then I may alter my mind. When 
we are all out of your way, you will stand the best chance. 
If you are the first to offer your hand, though she will re- 
fuse it at first, gratitude will prejudice her in your favor. 
Heavens ! what a sigh was there ! Poor fellow r— you are 
in love, I verily believe. Who would have thought that 
there existed upon this earth such a primitive freshness of 
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emotion. Here we are — au revoir, my boy. Courage !" 
and laughing gaily, Judevine passed on, while Jones, with 
a beating heart, rang the bell — to learn from a servant 
that the lady to whom he would have paid hia devoirs, 
was going from him as fast as steam could carry her. He 
left his card, and turned, relieved though disappointed, 
away. 

But the more Mr. Jones thought of the beauties, and 
accomplishments, and cash for which he sighed, the more 
resolved he became. His very luck with the dice ap- 
peared to indicate that 'tide, which, taken at the flood, leads 
on to fortune.' Under these circumstances, Mr., Jones 
plucked up an unexampled degree of resolution. He held 
up his head at a loflier angle than usual, swelled out his 
chest, and resolved, that if he could make a raise, and did 
not alter his mind, he too would drink in romance from 
Niagara. 



CHAPTER VIL 

THE BOMANCE OF NIAGARA. 

Niagara, the world's great wonder, is to nine-tenths of 
its visitors a great bore ! I use this ridiculous word be- 
cause there is no better. People come hundreds of miles, 
fi>r fashion's sake, to see it — take a hasty look and a 
hearty dinner, and then go back to Saratoga, and stay a 
month. 

They are overwhelmed by the solemn grandeur of the 
eternal torrent, and to be overwhelmed is an imcomforta- 
ble sensation. Amid the grandeur of this scene, they feel 
like a mouse in an exhausted receiver. Greatness, power, 
sublimity— these manifestations give them an unsatis&c- 
tory idea of their own insignificance. Niagara is elo- 
quent, but to them it speaks an unknown tongue. While 
those who understand its tones, are thrilled and enraptured 
—the greater part get a head-ache. 

The result is that Niagara will never be a fasl^ionable 
resort — that its scenes of beauty and grandeur are almost 
solitudes. The crowd hurry there — take a single look, 
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and hurrj awaj as fiist as thej came ; while bere and 
there may be seen a solitary visitor, walking day after day, 
silent, abstracted, serious yet happy,' through the sylyan 
retreats of Iris Islfuid. 

So wandered, day after d^y, ovr lorely Mary ; some^ 
times attended by her protectors, but ofiener alcme^ and in 
safety — for the earth, and the forest have a holy spell, whicb 
would make violence and sin a sacrilege. Sometimes, 
after passing the bridge, that trembles m the torrent be« 
tween the island and the American riiore, she walked up 
to the extreme point of the bland, and saw where the 
calm waters begin their gradual descent— -carrying your 
eyes with them as their speed increases, until whi^ with 
foam, they rush on to the edge of the awful precipice, and 
then seem to shrink back, and gather themselves together 
for the inevitable plunge. ' 

Sometimes she would wander in the dark depths of the 
forest, in the centre of the island, where the axe of the 
woodman has never marred the harmony of nature, and 
there she would sit upon a moss-covered rock, and hearken 
to the deep vibrations of the under tone, that, more solemn 
than heaven's thunder, gives, as from the centre of the 
earth, the lowest bass, to the chorus of Niagara. Again, 
going to the edge of the precipice that overlooks the Horse- 
shoe Fall, and the gulf of foam below, she would stand, 
with the cloudy pillar above her, and the whole circle of 
the iris, but half seen in the most gorgeous rainbow, sur- 
rounding her, as if she were the white robed divinity of 
the place, encompassed by a halo, whose brightest tints 
were but the reflection of her own beauties. 

Every morning, Mr. Hallett would ask if she were 
ready to go, and then yield, pleasantly, to her entreaty for 
one day more. 

Mary was not alone in her deep enjoyment of a scene, 
of which the pen and the pencil convey so poor an idea* 
In her solitary walks, she had met one, as lonely, and ap- 
parently as romantic as herself. She could not avoid 
seeing that he was yoimg — ^that he had the air of a gen- 
tleman, and that he appreciated with an enthusiasm akin 
to her own, the scenes around them. When they met in 
a narrow path, his gentle demeanor, and his downcast 
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eye, spake modest sensibilkj, and naturallj prepossessed 
her in his favor. Sometimes, she saw him before he was 
aware of her being near him. It was when he stood &x 
out upon an over-hanging crag, and she marited, how with 
an eagle glance he seemed to triumph over the struggle 
of the elements. 

Nor was she unregarded. Edward Temple was not 
less sensible to the beautiM in woman, than the sublime 
in nature^ He was bom among the mountains, but their 
pure and bracing air gave elasticity to the forms, roses to 
the cheeks, and brightness to the eyes of the companions 
<^his childhood. To see Mary Hallett, at Niagara — to 
meet her in the groves of Iris Island, seemed naturaL She 
made up the romance and perfection of the scene* The 
&ne had found its idol. She became the goddess of the 
scene, and the object of his adoration. ' There grew, im- 
eonsciously to both, a connection of scene and person, and 
on each one's memory and heart, the image of the other 
became impressed as strongly as Niagara. Nature 
4rtamped the impress of love. 

Yet, it was a love so abstracted — so unselfisiii — so pure 
— so far removed from all thought of the future, that had 
they parted as they met — ^it would have been scarcely a 
matter of regret. Each would have lived in the other's 
heart, an ever cherished— ever loved ideal. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

**oh! what a fall was thekb." 

It is morning ; fair, clear, and beautifol. Far up the 
blue heavens are silvery cloods, reposing in the sunlight 
The sky seems fiirther off than usual, and of a deeper 
azure. The freshness of the atmosphere, the glow o[ all 
nature, make existence a'pleasure, and thought an extacy. 
Never Jiad Mary walked across the bridge to Iris Island, 
with more elastic footsteps. Never had she listened to Hie 
wild music of the waters, with a deeper joy. Never was 
her feir brow more serene, her cheeks of a rosier hue, nor 
her eyes more soft and bright. Her simple morning-robe 
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revealed a fonn of delicate Bymmetrj, and every modem asd 
every attitude was foil of the grace of untaught nature — 
^a grace beyond the reach of art" to make or mar — to 
develope or destroy. 

Wa« it not a congenial spot ? Surely, in nature's holiest 
temple, should dwell her brightest divinity. Niagara needs 
not the rough, the grand, the terrible. It is all that, in 
itself—let its accessories be the classic, the delicate, the 
beautifol. Give us the glance of pure white marble, in 
those sacred shades— «rect tasteful temples upon the brows 
of those overhanging cliffs, or let them be as nature left 
them. Mary wandered on, enjoying the scene ; and not 
fiur behind her, came our excellent friends, Mr. and Mis. 
Hallett. 

**Will the wild girl never get tired of all this rock and 
water?" said the oW gentleman. 

'< She never seemed so happy before," answered Mrs. 
H., and added, ** her health is excellent — ^how weU she is 
looking!" 

'* Well, my dear ; do you know that I was thinking that 
our journey has done you good, as well as Mary 1 You 
have not had so much color for a long time." 

" They do say that the air is very pure here," said Mrs. 
H., smiling ; for the age at which a woman loses her zest 
for a compliment has not yet been discovered. "And," 
she continued, *' I don't think I have heard you complain- 
ing of your rheumatism, lately." 

So the good people walk on, still keeping their charm- 
ing daughter in sight, while she is dreaming of a thousand 
things they little think of. She builds her airy castles, 
&r in the fleecy clouds above her; she paints foncifiil pic- 
tures in the towering mist cloud. She wcmders who he 
can be, who meets her only in these lonely walks, who 
worships at the same shrine of nature, and who seems to 
belong to Niagara. 

Musing thus, she has reached the precipice, and stands, 
looking &LT down that tremendous chasm, which Niagara 
has worn, for seven miles through its walls of adamant — 
that grand march of the cataract, to its own music, in 
which it has taken scarcely one foot-step in a century. 
Far down below her, foams the "hell of waters," sent 
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down a thousand mile? from the great northern lakes — and 
destined to find their way almost a thousand more, to the 
vast ocean. With a steady foot, and calm nerves, you can 
go carefully down the shelving side for a few feet, and then 
look down the perpendicular descent. You may even drop 
a pebble, and see the curve of its side-way gravitation. It 
is a daring feat ; one of triumph at the moment, to be 
shuddered at, afterwards. Mary looked around, and saw 
no one near to chide her — she stepped cautiously down 
the slope. The way seems easy. From the cliff, grow 
out dwarfed, and gnarled evergreens — lo<^ng as rou^ 
and harsh as the rock itself. These promise a secure 
footing, on the very brink of the precipice. She looks 
around, and sees her friends, just coming in sight. The 
old man springs forward, and shouts to her to retum*-her 
mother shrieks, and falls to the ground. Shout and shriek 
are lost in the roar of the cataract — and Mary! the moss 
under her foot, slippery with the spray — she plunges for- 
ward — her body totters a moment over the edge of the 
precipice, she sinks — ^the old man sees the^utter of her 
robe — ^paralyzed and breathless, he listens — ^to hear — the 
fiill of that slight form, amid the tumult of Niagara ! 

No — not lost yet ! not lost ! she clings to the gnarled 
evergreens. They bend — they crackle, they sway be- 
neath her weight, but they sustain her. 

Help, ho ! help ! — it is nigh. He springs from behind 
the copse — over fly pencil and port-folio, into the tor- 
rent. With a firm foot he dashes along th& very edge of the 
dlifi^ — ^he clutches the roots with one hand and the white 
robe with the othei>— does the robe rend ? — are the roots 
tearing from their bed ? A mass of rock and earth fall 
into the yawning gulf-— ^ut the hand is firm, the roots 
ciing deep into the crevices — he draws her to him — slower 
bend the boughs — but still they break not — she comes 
nearer — she is at his breast — his arm is roimd her. One 
struggle more — a scramble up the bank with his now life- 
less burthen, and Edward Temple is kneeling, by the suie 
of her, whose life he has saved. She lies upon the green 
earth, at the feet of him, who found and protected her. 

In cold, hunger, and death, Mary had found father and 
mother — ^in extremest peril, she now found one, dearer 
from this hour, than both — ^than all beside. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

OF WHICH, IT IS NOT EASY TO DEFINE THE SFBJECT. 

With such facilities for rapid travelling, as we have 
described, and as most readers have experienced, it would 
be unpardonable ^r us to longer neglect our amiable 
friends in the city. Leaving therefore, the Halletts and 
their new friend to recover from their agitation — leaving 
the &lls to their up-hill efforts to empty out lake Erie, and 
break up steam-boat navigation, we will take a quicker 
passage' than by rail-road and steam-boat, back to the 
scene of our opening chapters. 

Mr. Judevine, I have endeavored to intimate, was a 
gentleman of some eccentricity. The beaten track must 
have been a very pleasant one, to have him for its follower. 
Looking upon pleasure as the chief good, the only object 
worthy of a man of sense, he did not condescend to con- 
cern himself ^ith the social condition, the government, 
or the salvation of mankind. Consequently he was nei- 
ther a philanthropist, a politician, nor a reUgionist. He 
flattered himself that he was better than either. 

For all this, he was benevolent, from impulse. Walk- 
ing in the street one day with Jones and Hillson, he gave 
a shilling to a miserable beggar. 

" Why do you do that ?" said Jones. " The creature is 
evidently an impostor." 

" Perhaps so—and why should not such a profession be 
encouraged as well as another. Some get a living by 
exciting one passion, some by another. The politician 
excites our patriotism, the priest our piety, the man of sci- 
ence our curiosity, the beggar our benevolence. I pay the 
beggar, the same as I would either of the others." 

" But, wouldn't it be better to remove them — set them 
to work, or improve their condition in some way ?" asked 
Hillson, who was a smatterer in socialism. 

*' By no means. Would you break up the order of na- 
ture and providence ?" 

*' Do you mean to say that a beneficent Being designed 
a state of society, of which vice, crime and misery should 
form a portion ?" 
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** Certainly — ^the thing is evident. Banish vice from the 
world, and where would be the trials or the triumphs of 
virtue ? Let crime cease, and where would the qualities 
of justice and mercy find action ? Remove all misery, and 
pity, charity and philanthropy would run to waste. Every 
evU in the world has its corresponding good — which could 
not exist without it." 

" Then the more crime and misery, the better." 

"Well, that does not quite follow. What are the most 
interesting periods of history ? Doubtless those in which 
we have wars, convulsions, and revolutions. The strong- 
est and best points of the human character are brought to 
iight. A sluggish canal is useful enough in its way, but 
for beauty and sublimity you must look to the ocean in a 
tempest, or the river, dashing down a precipice. Water 
at rest produces no emotion — throw it into the air and you 
have a beautifol fountain — let it £ill into a chasm, and you 
have Niagara. 

^ By the way, Jones, our lady love is taking a lo<^ at 
that same waterfall." 

"Yes ; — I know. I had some thoughts of going to 
meet her there ; but, as they tell me that nobody stays 
there beyond a day or two, and that it is a very stupid 
place, I thought I would wait, until she returned home, or 
was announced at Saratoga." 

"What a fool you are !" exclaimed Judevine, energeti- 
cally. 

"I am aware, sir, that I cannot boast of your excessive 
intelligence ; but I wish you would find some more plea- 
sant mode of communicating your impressions," saia Mr. 
Jones with an air of ofifended dignity. 

Hillson tapped his boots, and hummed an air. 

" Well — ^perhaps I do indulge my candor at the expense 
of my politeness ; but don't be oflTended, man — ^I n^ver am. 
What I meant was this. If Niagara be a stupid place, 
you could not have a more congenial spot for your ad- 
vances." 

" Do you wish to quarrel, Mr. Judevine t" cried poor 
Jones, with real indignation. 

" My God ! No. What did I say ? I mean, that Nia- 
gara, being a very romantic place, is a good one for court- 
2* 



d by Google 



34 RAFFLE FOR A WIFE. 

ship. In nine cases in ten, a girl falls in love, from the 
impulse of her own imagination, and not from any at. 
tractive quality in the man, whom she honors with her 
preference. Whoever happens to be * on hand' is the 
hero ; particularly if ho be the only one. That she love 
is a natural necessity — who she may love is an accident, 
or depends on circumstances — as likely you, as the hand- 
Bomest fellow in town. Oh ! don't look grum. Then as 
Niagara is a stupid place, so much the less chance will 
you have of a rival. Saratoga b quite a different afi^ir. 
When she gets there, there will be so many beaux, buz- 
zing about her, that the impression nmde by one, will be 
obliterated by another. There is a constant neutraliza- 
tion of acids and alkalies, with an accompanying efferves- 
cence of folly and flirtation. For keeping the heart whole, 
commend me to Saratoga. It is a place for matches of 
interest, not for aflairs of the heart ; and in regard to Miss 
Hallett, I must be permitted to think, that her heart and 
hand together, will bless some lucky fellow." 

'•Would you advise me to go to Niagara now?" asked 
Jones, evidently relying upon his friend's judgment, though 
nettled by his freedoms. 

** No— 'tis too late. They have been gone over a week, 
and that's a long stay at the falls. But you must get on, 
and put us out of suspense or give Hillson a chance, as 
he comes next." 

" I have decided on what I shall do," said Mr. Hillson, 
with the air of a man who had made a discovery. 

" Indulge us with a notion of it, pray, if it is not a secret V* 
said Judevine, anxious to know what had given the second 
in the field such an evident complacency. 

" I shall write her a letter, couched in such terms, as 
cannot fell to prejudice a sensible girl in my favor." 

"Then allow me to suggest, with albneedfid deference, 
and every regard for your superior judgment, that you are 
stark mad to think of such a thing." 

" The devil ! am I the first to write a love-letter?" 

" Ob I no. Nor the first foolish fellow who has lost a 
pretty girl, by not knowing how to woo her properly.'* 

" You are as hard on me, as you were on Jones, just 
now." 
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*' And with just as good reason, my dear fellow — ^be- 
sides, I have got a habit of speaking my mind. What an 
idea, though ! Write a cold, dull letter, or any kind of 
letter to a girl, whom you can by any possibility see, in 
person? Let her be looking at your hand writing when 
she should be reading the expression of your &ce ? Have 
her attending to the crossings of your t's and the dottings 
of your i's, when you might be urging your suit with 
every glance of your eye, with every pressure of your 
hand, every gesture, and every sigh ? With the thousand 
passionate actions, whose influence no woman of sensi- 
bility can resist ? And then you lose every advantage. 
How can you tell in writing, how she will receive your 
advances ? She may turn the whole into ridicule." 

"But I shouldn't know it; that's one comfort." 

" Bah ! what is the difference, whether you know it or 
not ? With her, you can use all your tact and judgment, 
retreat in time, or pursue your success — ^if she falters, 
you can press her more closely — every blush, and every 
sigh is to your advantage. Once get your arm around 
her waist, and your lips in contact with hers, and if you 
are half a man, there is no withdrawing. The day is 
your own. By heaven ! men make such cursed fools of 
themselves in their courtships, that some benevolent indi- 
vidual ought to found a college to teach the art and sci- 
encov" 

"And make you professor, I suppose," said Jones. 

"Yes — ^I would give lectures, with practical illustra- 
tions.. But what a fool I am I" 

" Conceded, generally," said Hillson, quickly, and glad 
of an opportunity to pay off Judevine— " but in what re- 
markable particular ?" 

" Why, here I am telling you two, how to woo and win a 
woman, whom I mean to have, myself. And a glorious 
girl she is — ^beautiful, sweet-tempered, mind enough, and 
morAeart than one in a thousand. Jones, what is old 
Hallett worth?" 

^'How can you think that I ever asked a question so 
sordid ?" said Jones, looking sentimental. 

" It's well enough to know, for all that — ^but come and 
take supper with me to-night, at my rooms. Till then, 
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adieu ! Jones — I dare you to try Saratoga. Hillson, leave 
love-letters to the boarding-schools. Be with me at ten 
o'clock precisely." 



CHAPTER X. 

TABItE TALK. 

Manv a married man looks back with regret — nay, 
frown not, madam ; it is not your husband, of whom I 
speak — to the enjoyments of a bachelor*s hall. How is a 
married man to have a supper at ten, with half a dozen 
friends around him, and songs, and jokes, and laughter, 
far past the region of midnight ? 

The expected party had assembled, in Judevjne's apart- 
ments. The room was in a state of very tolerable ar- 
rangement. There were foils, and boxing-gloves ; a 
chess-board, and cards ; a flute, and guitar ; a few casts, 
and some engravings ; some novels, and plenty of cigars. 
There were guns and fishing rods, in one closet ; and 
some baskets of wine and demijohns, capable of holding 
more potent liquors, in another. In short, and to convey 
the whole idea at once, they were the rooms of a young 
man of taste and fashion ; which Judevine was, most de- 
cidedly. 

They had a little music in one comer — ^practising a new 
serenade. In the other. Smith and Hillson tried their 
skill by a few languid passes at the foUs. Brown studied 
a difiicult position at chess. Jones practised dealing from 
the bottom, with the cards — not that his lower limbs had 
the* slightest crock ; but it is well enough to be up to these 
little matters. 

The waiters, from a neighboring refectory, in the mean 
time, set out the table with an ample store of the c^ca- 
cies of the season. If it was not a feast of reason, then 
there is no reason in our summer varieties of birds, beasts, 
and creeping things. If it was not a flow of soul, it was 
not for want of rich Burgundy, cool. Hock, and sparkling 
Champaigne. 

As the viands decreased, the conversation opened. 
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** When the wine is in," says a proverb, " the wit is out." . 
The purport of this saying has probably been misappre- 
'hended. The meaning is, that the wit comes out — deyel- 
opes itself^— sparkles — in short, is made evident. " In 
vino Veritas," and what is more beautiful than truth ? The 
saying that "truth lies at the bottom of the well" was ap- 
plicable, when the only way to cool the nectar, was to 
let down the bottle with a string, keeping it careflilly in the 
north-west comer. Since the invention of ice-houses, and 
especially since by Yankee enterprise, tlie whole world 
may have ice to cool their liquor, the saying is iike thu 
United States Bank, "an obsolete idea." 

" Well, gentlemen," said the host, when the most seri- 
ous part of the business had been pretty salisfactorily ac- 
complished. What is the news ? Can auy of you bring 
forward either an invention or a discovery?" 

" Yes," .said Brown, "I can put you up to both. I have 
discovered a new tailor, and invented a method to soflen 
him." 

" Out with it, then !" said Jones. 

" Yes, let's have it — ^you have eclipsed the discovery 
of the mariner's compass," said Smith, looking sensible 
of having almost committed a bon mot, 

"I shall endeavor to compass a suit of clothes first, and 
will take out my patent afterwards." 

" I have made a discovery," said Hillson, " of a fresh 
and charming girl in a new candy ^op, but I have not 
invented any mode of availing myself of the discovery." 

" The epistolary method, is thought to be as prudent as 
any," said Judevine, maliciously. 

"A candy girl! — what a sweet creature she must be!" 
cried Jones, as if struck suddenly with an idea, he was 
afraid of losing. 

" Mr. Jones, take another glass of that Heidsick," said 
Judevine, quietly passing the bottle to him, " you need 
refreshment after such an eftbrt." 

"You are d— d severe to-night, Judevine," muttered 
Jones — " your cutting remarks may call for a correspond- 
ing behavior I" 

"By ! Jones, that is the best thing I ever heard 

out of you. Flint and steel, and hard knocks bring out 



d by Google 



3d SAFFLS ros ▲ win. 

the fire ; here my dear boy, drown all animosity,'' and 
they touched their glasses. 

So the talk flowed on, with mirth, and song, and jokes, 
and stories, none the worse for being old. 

" After all" said Judevine, "it is not so easy to kill time 
here. What have we worth living for?" 

" Woman ! — lovely woman," said the sentimental EUU- 
son. 

"Very charming! if you love them they make you jeal* 
ous, with cause or without — if you don't they either annoy 
you with their passion, or disgust you with their heart- 
lessness." 

" Well — we have good eating and drinKng," interposed 
Smith, who fancied he was a gourmand. 

•* Precious little of either. What with bad cooking and 
adulterations, eating and drinking are both rather haizaid- 
ous. Hien you grow fiit, or get the gout. A good dinner 
sometimes, or a pleasant bit of a supper is very weD, 
but from a'glutton or a wine bibber, good Lord deliver us !" 

" For my part," said Mr. Brown, "I get along very well, 
with my devt)tion to art." 

"Devotion to artl" exclaimed Judevine. "What a 
misfortune it must be to have a taste without the means 
to gratify it. Where are our statues, our pictures — ^where 
is our music? The best exhibition of art in New-York is 
to be seen in Coln^^n's window — the best music, is that 
played by the street minstrels. Save me from the agcmies 
of an opera half performed, and the exhibitions of the Na- 
tional Academy of Design. Frightful portraits in chalk 
and brick dust, stare from the walls, intermingled with all 
sorts of distortions and monstrosities. Ten discords to 
one harmony — ten horrors to one beauty ! If you are so 
unfortunate as to have a love for art, go elsewhere to 
enjoy it. If you only imagine you have, it is very well as 
it is." 

"What say you to the beauties of nature, then?" asked 
Jones, who had been looking very abstractedly at the bot- 
tom of his glass. 

" Nature ? If nature were to be admired or enjoyed, 
wherefore art or civilization ? A mountain has a bold, 
honest, and aspiring look about it. A river may have, in 
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its whole course, a pretty scene. The beautiful or the 
grand objects in nature are the exceptions to the general 
rule — ^found about as oilen as virtuous mistresses, or disin- 
terested politicians. There are some scenes in nature 
worth seeing. Vesuvius in an eruption — the Alps in a 
thunder storm — ^the meeting of the tides and the Amazon, 

for example — and then there's Niagara ! apropos, of 

Niagara, our fair intended — here's her health ! Bumpers, 
gentlemen ! Miss Hallett must have seen by this time 
every rill that makes up that celebrated cataract, and ac- 
cording to my intelligence, derived from the maid servant 
in possession, they are to spend a few days at Saratoga. 
Now if there^ is one place in -the universe, more detestable 
than all others, it is one of these watering places — these 
elysiums of pretending gentility. But if Miss Hallett is to 
be there, \yhy that's another thing. We shall have much 
to endure, but something to laugh at, and possibly some- 
thing to enjoy. Shall we go ?" 

" You forget our agreement," said Mr. Jones, jealous 
of a meditated trespass upon his privilege. 

*^0h ! no— you shall have fair play, my boy. We shall 
be of service in keeping the coast clear of intruders. 
Come — what do you say ?" 

The plan was adopted. The hilarity of the occasion, 
somewhat interrupted by the strange turn which Judevine 
sometimes gave to the conversation, was kept up and in- 
creased, until, at three o'clock^he neighbors were waked 
by a very noisy if not melodious chorus, which sounded 
like— 

" We won't go home till morning.** 

Some boxes were found in the middle of the street, instead 
of the side-walk — a broker found a barber's pole stuck up 
beside his door; and a nervous old maid, roused by a 
knocking at the street door, and opening a second story 
window, found herself accosted with extraordinary polite- 
ness, by an affectionate, but tipsy young gentleman, who 
was standing on the upper rounds of a ladder, brought 
from the painter's on the next comer. An interruption in 
an attempt to fasten a huge watch, which had swung as a 
sign till it had lost nearly all its gilding, around the neck 
of a sleeping Charley, brought to an end the enjoyments 
of the night. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A BIT OF AUTOBIOGSAPHT. 

Edwabd Temple, having assisted Manr to the hotel, 
while Mr. Hallett supported his wife, leu immediately, 
wishing to avoid the expressions of gratitude with which 
he was overpowered. But he had no excuse for not calling 
the next morning to inquire for the health of (he ladies. 
Mr. Hallett shook him warmly by the hand — ^Mary's trem- 
bled as he pressed it, and her face, pale till now with 
the agitations of yesterday, was sufilised with blushes as, 
in graceful terms, she expressed her obligations to the 
gallantry, courage and skill which had saved her life, in 
such imminent peril. Mrs. Hallett had not recovered 
from the shock to her nerves, so as to be seen ; but she 
had thoughtfully commissioned Mary, in her behalf to 
thank the preserver of her daughter's life. 

" Mr. Temple," said Mr. Hallett, when the first com- 
pliments of the morning had passed, and the needful in- 
quiries were made and answered,—" your face looks 
familiar to me. Have you ever been in New York?" 

" Yes — many years ago." 

"Were you never a clerk, in a 5tore in Pearl-street?" 

"Yes — they did try to make a merchant of me once. 
It was many years ago, and the experiment was a fail- 
ure. The fact was, I ^unid any book more interesting 
than a ledger — and prints on paper pleased me more than 
those on calicoes." 

" I remember you very well," said Mr, Hallett, thought- 
fully. I recollect talking with your employer, Mr. Smith, 
about you. He gave you a very good character, for every 
thing but business. He said that the Vicar of Wakefield 
lost him a hundred dollars, one morning. He thought 
you ought to have been put in a book-store." 

"To cure me of my love of books, I suppose ; as it is 
proverbial that those who sell, never read them." 

" On the old principle— that a shoe-maker's wife, and a 
blacksmith's horse, go barefoot. I went to a tailor's ball 
once, and it was the worst dressed assembly I ever saw 
at old Tanmiany." 
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" Are you aware, sir, that there are people, who have 
Kved all their lives within the sound of Niagara Falls, wl\o 
have never seen them ?" 

"Can it be possible?" said Mary, half to herself. 

"Quite true, I doubt not," replied Edward, "and we 
should not wonder, when so many in all parts of the world 
do not avail themselves d*a thousand means of enjoyment 
within their reach. How few of the rich indulge in the 
pleasures of active benevolence ! How many poor chil- 
dren might be rescued from a life of want, and vice and 
wretchedness, and be brought up to be the ornaments of 
society ; but I beg your pardon, for my preaching ;" he 
continued hastily, surprised by the emotion he saw plainly 
exhibited, by both his listeners. He was more astonished 
when he saw Mary leave her seat, go to her father, and 
throwing her arms around his neck, burst into tears. 

" Poor girl ! her nerves have received a severe shock," 
said the old man, kindly; and Mary, smiling through her 
tears, exclaimed : — 

" I am very foolish, Mr. Temple, and, perhaps, not so 
strong as usual, to-day ; but you will not think so strangely 
of my emotion, when you know that I was the poor child 
you have described— destined to poverty, misery, vice, it 
may be — and that it was he, my more than father, who 
found me, and adopted me for his own." 

" Well, Mary ! I have blessed the day, ever since, that 
Heaven sent you to bless my childless home ; but I am 
anxious to hear what you resolved to do, when you 
gave up the idea of being a merchant," said Mr. Hallett, 
turning to Temple, and wishing to change the conversation. 

" I went home to my father's, among the mountains, 
and did little more than read my books. For three years 
I followed the bent of my inclinations, in this respect — 
reading poetry, romance, history, and books of science and 
philosophy. At first, I amused myself by shooting and 
fishing, till, thinking one day upon the innocent and happy 
lives I was destroying, I threw aside my gun and fishing 
tackle, and found less blood-thirsty amusements. I learned 
to cultivate the farm and garden. You have no idea how 
well I can reap now, and what fine water-melons I can 
raise. 
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*' Life passed on pleasantly enough. In the winter, our 
good people took a fiincj that I should teach their school, 
and I consented, as did the King of the French before me. 
Perhaps neither of us ever employed our time more use- 
fully. 

" In time, I became tired of the mimotony of this — and 
decided to travel. Like most young men I believe, I 
wanted to see the world, but was ambitious to know some- 
thing of my own country before going abroad." 

** A. very good notion," interrupted Mr. Hallett, " and 
so you went west." 

" Yes — ^but first I visited some of our New England 
villages, and cities. It is very impertinent for a traveller 
to gratify his curiosity, and as I had painted in water 
colors for my amusement, and drew tolerably Well, I 
thought I might as well make my skill available. I took 
miniatures. This made me acquainted with every body I 
wished to know. Those who did not ask me to take their 
pictures, I ventured to solicit, to add to my collection. This 
flattered their vanity, and secured their friendly offices." 

" Capital I and so you paid your way?" 

" Oh ! better than tliat — ^I even laid up money, though I 
am but a self-taught and rather indifferent artist — ^but you 
can judge better from a specimen. I beg leave to pre- 
sent you with this." 

So saying, he took from his pocket a morocco minia- 
ture case, and presented it to Mr. Hallett. Mary drew 
near, and as he opened it, discovered her own picture, 
charmingly done. Her &ce w^s instantly suffiised with 
blushes, while the old man cried out, delighted, — 

" Why as I live ; 'tis Mary I natural as life, and lovely 
as herself 1" 

"Why, father!" 

" I say it is. Well, if you painted all the ladies as 
weU, no doubt you was a favorite." 

" I got along very well — ^but was not always so happy 
in a subject. Sometimes I could not refuse to have sitters, 
whom I would rather have been excused from taking." 

" The bitter with the sweet, hey !" 

"Yes. So I passed through Pennsylvania, Ohio, Michi- 
gan, and so round to Wbconsin !" 
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^^ Who could jou paint, in such a backwoods place as 
that?" 

'^ Oh! plenty of Ottawa beaux, and the beauties of the 
Ojibbewas. I have some taken at Green Bay, and Mack- 
inaw, This wandering life pleased me vastly, for a 
time. I took a trip with some hunters, on the prairies, 
and a sensible Indian Chief offered to settle me in life, by 
giving me half a dozen wives, and making me his brother. 
I declined the honor, and the ladies, to their mortification, 
I believe ; but then I took their portraits, and painted in 
more ornaments than they could well carry. 

^' After a time I got tired of this, and returned toward 
the regions of civilization. I have been at Bufi&lo and 
this vicinity, making steam-bo^t trips to Cleveland and 
Detroit, for some tune, and am a pretty frequent visitor at 
Niagara. There, you have got 'pretty much all my his- 
tory. I have written some, and projected much more. If 
we are ever to have either national literature or art, I hope 
to be an humble contributor to both." 

" Hum — I don't know about that," said the practical 
old roan. "I Jiave known a good many literary men, but 
unless they had some other business, they didn't amount 
to much. There's Irving ; he had to turn politician, and 
get a foreign mission ; and there's Halleck ; you know 
Halleck, Mary ; he goes to our church." 

"Yes — ^I rather think I do know him by sight You 
can very well imagine, Mr. Temple, that I should look 
pretty often at the author of Marco Bozzaris and Fanny, 
when he sits only three pews from ours." 
, " Well, Halleck has a pretty good income for an old 
bachelor, — though I don't think that the most economical 
life always — ^but he gets it by other writings than verses." 

"Why? what does he write ?" asked Mary. 

" In old Aster's ledger, I believe ; and then there's 
Wetmore, the handsome man in uniform that I showed 
you the other day ; he sells crockery. I don't think lite- 
rature can be much of a business any way." 

" Perhaps not," said Temple, sadly. " I fear it is not, 
but with a man of moderate desires, a very little will suH 
fice. There is something to do in the world besides ma- 
king money." 
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''And precions little tkanks for it, I fear," said the old 
man. ''But Temple, my boy, we will see about this, one 
of these days. You must promise to come to New York, 
this Fall. I have much to pay you fi)r, and if words can- 
not tell you how grateful I am, deeds may. You will dine 
with us, to-day, and to-morrow, Mary must take her last 
look at the &]ls ; — but I shan't trust her there alone. If 
you are not engaged, perhaps you will accompany us." 

**With pleasure, sir! Good morning!" and bowing 
low to Mary, who Jooked, but did not try to speak her 
gratefWl feelings, he went to the other hotel to prepare for 
dinner. 



CHAPTER XII. 

LOVX MAKING AT NIAOAKA. 

It may be very well imagined, by the sensible reader, 
that Mr. Temple did not miss his appointment, the next 
morning, or in the least fail in punctuality. He saluted 
Mr. and Mrs. Hallett and Mary, who received him with 
more cordiality than is often manifested by people, whose 
wealth or position gives them the right to be fiishionable 
and exclusive. 

"Mrs. Hallett does not feel like making much exertion, 
this morning," said the old gentleman, in reply to an in- 
quiry, as to her health ; " and I think I shall stay at home 
and keep her company. Mary must make her adieus to 
the fiills under your escort, and protection; so come, 
madcap! get your bonnet, and don't put Mr. Temple's 
neck in danger again, as well as your own." 

" Why, father ! don't you want to have one more look 
at Niagara ?" 

" No, I thank you — ^I have seen quite enough ci it, and 
shall be glad to get away from its vicinity." 

In a moment Mary was equipped for a walk, and plac- 
ing her hand in Edward's arm, they started. They walked 
slowly toward the river in profound silence, with " thoughts 
too big for utterance" — ^with feelings too deep, to rashly 
trust language with their expression* They arrived on the 
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brink of the American fall — on the spot where Mary had 
stood, when she got her first sight of the scene where she 
had experienced such varied emotions. 

Thej passed up the rapids on the American side, and 
crossed the bridge, to Iris Island, where thej had met so 
oflen, unknown ; but not more silentlj than now. They 
came to the place where she had so nearly perished, and 
where his courage and skill had saved her. They stood 
upon the spot, to which he had borne her insensible form, 
and laid her at the feet of her protectors, while he knelt 
beside her, waiting for the indications of returning life. 
Mary paused, and shuddered. She gathered resolution 
to speak. 

" Here, Mr. Temple," she said, " is the place, to thank 
you for saving my life. I cannot express the gratitude I 
owe you." 

*' You owe me nothing ; nothing. Miss Hallett ; for I did 
for you only what it would have been my duty to have 
done for any human being — ^fbr my enemy, if I have one, 
in your situation. You owe me neither praise nor grati- 
tude, for doing what Was merely my duty, and for which, 
I am a thousand times repaid, by the happiness of making 
your acquaintance." 

"Ah! Mr. Temple, you make me feel poor indeed, 
when you would deprive me of the luxury of feeling grate- 
ful." 

"I wish I could merit your gratitude, and I would run 
such a trifling risk a thousand times, to win a place in 
your esteem." 

" My esteem! You have it, believe me !" 

" Mary — Miss Hallett !— excuse my freedom— I meant 
to say, that I am as yet but a stranger to you. An acci- 
dent has made us acquainted, and the first impulses of 
joy for your preservation, have induced your parents to 
place confidence in an entire stranger. That confidence 
shall not be abused." 

" Ah ! Mr. Temple," said Mary, smiling, " then it is 
not misplaced," 

" I own that I wish you to think so." 

" I do think so, and your wish is gained." 

"You are very kind. Miss Hallett — ^but you are about 
to leave this place." 
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** Well — have you not promised to visit us ?" 

** I did, indeed, accept such an invitation." 

" Oh ! you must come ! you will enjoy New York so 
much, next winter — ^you will be at all our parties, dance 
at our balls — take my friends' miniatures, write in their 
albums, and be our cavalier." 

"You forget, Miss Hallett, that we are strangers, and 
that I am but a poor adventurer, while you are an heiress. 
Pardon me — ^I must be plain." 

" No — Mr. Temple — I forget nothing. I do not forget 
that I was a poor little girl, half frozen, and nearly starved, 
begging in the streets, when my good &ther found me — 
rescued and protected me ; and I shall not forget that you 
have saved my life. I offer you my friendship, since you 
disclaim my gratitude !" 

Mary held out that white — ^that transparent hand, and 
in a moment, it was at Temple's lips. Smiling sweetly, 
she took his arm again, and they passed along the margin 
of the cliffy towards the Horse-shoe &11, and thence along 
the bank, «which looks upon the Canadian side of the 
rapids. 

It is a lovely spot — the deep thunder of the cataract and 
the roar of the rapids on each side are alike softened, and 
you look up to where the calm deep river, moving over its 
smooth bed, without a ripple to break its mirror-like sur- 
fiice, widens to embrace the islands that seem to sleep 
upon its bosom. 

What a dark island is that, so near the falls, and so 
near the middle of the river, and covered with a heavy 
forest ? Would it not make a pleasant little Robinson 
Crusoe kingdom ?" 

" So our Patriots thought." 

« What ! That, then, is Navy Island ?" 

"Yes — a scene of some interesting events, and cele- 
brated throughout the world. A few hundred desperate 
fellows devoured a large quantity of pork and beans there, 
and put the British Government to some expense and 
trouble." 

" Surely there was force enough to drive them away." 

" Perhaps so, but it was an awkward place to attack, 
and pretty well prepared for defence. It was in mid win- 
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ter. The shores of the river, and around the island were 
laced with ice. Cannon were planted all around the 
island, and in the night, watch-fires were burning every 
few rods." 

"Ah ! how finely it must have looked !" exclaimed Mary, 
as she imagined the night scene. 

" It did indeed. I never saw a grander sight, than the 
view sometimes exhibited."- 

" Were you here^ then ? Did you see it ? Now you 
shall tell me all about it," and the lively girl ft>und a dry, 
mossy seat, aAd disposed herself to listen. " Come !" she 
cried, " I dearly love a story — pray begin." 

Edward reclined at her feet, looked for a moment in her 
face, to see if she were serious, and prepared for the nar- 
rative ; which, however, will look more respectable in a 
separate chapter. 



CHAPTER XIIL 

THE EPISODE OF NAVY ISlXnD; 

" You have read in history. Miss Hallett," said Edward, 
somewhat at a loss for a beginning, as ' story-tellers are 
apt to be, " how thatj long before the Revolution, the Brit- 
ish and Colonial forces completed the conquest of Canada, 
by the taking of Quebec, when Wolf and Montcalm fought 
and fell upon the plains of Abraham. The French, at an 
early period had extended their settlements all the way up 
the St. Lawrence and the lakes, and had flourishing towns 
at Detroit, and Mackinaw, and even on the upper Missis- 
sippi. 

"When the thirteen colonies rebelled, great efforts were 
made to unite the Canadian provinces, in their separation 
from Great Britain. Arnold fought and Montgomery fell, 
with many more brave fellows, before the walls of Quebec. 
But the effort to drive the enemy from these provinces 
was vain. They were peopled by a different race, from 
our sturdy forefiithers. In the last war much good blood 
was spilled for the same object. There, in sight of where 
we are sitting, was the bloody fight of Lundy's Lane." 
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''What! there? was it there that Scott charged the 
enemy's lines with his gallant Greys, and Miller to<^ their 
battery by assault ?" said Mary, with animation. 

•* Yes— 4his is Chippawa. Far off at the west, where 
the clouds are piled up to form these glorious sunsets, 
Perry took the English fleet. At the head of this river, 
almost in our sight, are the ruins of Fort Erie. Seven 
miles down the chasm of Niagara, was the battle of 
Queenston ; and the monument to Brock. All these efibrts 
fitiled, an([ peace was made, with no gain, except some 
proofs of valor and nautical skill, for our benefit in future 
negociations. 

*' Since then, the population of Canada has slowly in- 
creased. The French habitanSj of the lower province, 
have never liked their English masters, and those of Brit- 
ish stock, in both provinces, though having little of hard- 
ships or oppression to complain of^ found cause for no little 
disaffection, in the contrast exhibited by the greater pros- 
perity of their Yankee neighbors. While western New 
York, Ohio, and even states &rther finom the Atlantic, 
were filling up with a dense population, and cities were 
growing up as by magic, Canada, with equal and in some 
respects, greater natural advantages, was standing still. 
People grew envious and discontented ; there are always 
some restless spirits, ready to take advantage of such a 
state of things, and the result was a rebellion. 

" Our frontier people had not forgotten the scenes, and 
the disasters of the last war, and they thought that the 
time had come, to wrest another cherished jewel from the 
British crown. Mackenzie, deserted by his followers, 
and driven from Toronto, took refuge in Bufiiilo. I chanced 
to be there at the time. There was a great excitement, 
popular meetings were held, and as the lake was closed for 
the winter, there was a large idle population, of lawless, 
reckless fellows, as fine material for an army as the whole 
world could have furnished. A party of these took pos- 
session of some pieces of cannon and small arms, and went 
upon Navy Island, where they raised a * twin-starred flag,' 
and beat up for recruits. A very few Canadian refugees 
joined them, and a larger number of Americans. 

'^ Of course there was a great excitement on this side 
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of the river, and some consternation on the other. Eng- 
land could not send them aid in winter, and they verily 
believed that they were about to be invaded by the whole 
Yankee nation. Sir Francis Bond Head, a bold, reckless 
fellow, who once rode across the pampas of South America 
on wild horses, was Gbvernor of the Upper Province. He 
appointed Allan Macnab, Commander in Chief ; and he 
called to his aid some military and naval half-pay officers, 
and the provincial militia — ^not a very reliable force, ex- 
cept the negroes, who were mostly runaway slaves, and 
^were afraid of being taken again. Had it been summer 
instead of winter, they would have fought very bravely. 

" Col. Macnab got his army assembled on the bank of 
the river, and planted heavy batteries, with mortars for 
throwing shell, ana apparatus for discharging Congreve 
rockets." 

"Did they fire them?" 

" Oh I yes, they blazed away upon the Navy Island 
forces, but without much effect. The big trees stopped 
the cannon ball, and it was easy enough to dodge the 
shell, so that only two or three were killed, and those 
were fool-hardy fellows who exposed themselves unneces- 
sarily." 

" I beg pardon, Mr. Temple," said Mary, archly, " but 
may I inquire if you were one of these Patriots ?" 

" Not one of the heroes, at all events," he replied ; " but 
I must go on with the story — that is, if you have got pa- 
tience to hear it." 

" Oh ! yes — I am very much interested with these 
Islanders. How did they live ?" 

" The patriotic — ^that is, liberty-loving farmers, brought 
them pork and beans, and flour, and they built huts in the 
woods the best way they could. The Canadians had no 
idea how many there were, on the island, but believed the 
most extravagant stories. They had nothing but small 
boats to attack with, and they knew very well, that a boat 
crippled or disabled in that current, would be swept, past 
all mortal aid, into the torrent of Niagara. Men that 
would have faced the cannon on ship or shore,' shrunk 
from such an inevitable death as that. 

" So, day after day, the forces looked at each other, Imt 
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did nothing. The curiosity of all the country round 
excited, and people came here in the hope of seeing war, 
who would never have come so far to look upon Niagara. 
Barges were constantly employed in conveying passea- 
gers to and from the island. 

''One day it struck a man at Buffiilo, who owned a 
little steam-boat, frozen up in the harbor, that if he couhl 
get her out, a pretty business might be done, in carrying 
people doTin, to see the show. It is hard to tell where a 
Yankee wouldn't find some chance for a speculation. So 
he got out the Caroline, manned her with some steam-boat 
men, who volunteered for the fun of the thing, and a large 
party came down in her. She landed at the upper end of 
the island on this side where you se^an old log hut, one 
of the only two upon it — and afler the passengers had 
gratified their curiosity, she came over, to that old ware- 
house just up there to the lefl, and af^er passing back and 
forth, two or three times, there she made &st for the night. 

" There were a great many of us at the little tavern, 
there — ^you can't mistake it, for it is the only house about 
there, and a very small one at that." 

" Us ? — and were you there ?" 

"Yes — ^I had some curiosity as well as the others. I 
believe none of us are entirely exempt fix>m it." 

" Oh ! no ! At all events I am not. Go on — I want 
to hear about the Caroline." 

** The Captain of the boat was an old acquaintance — that 
is, I had taken several trips up and down the lakes with 
him. The night was dark, ana when I proposed to come 
down to the &Us, he said there would probably be an as- 
sault upon the island that night, or at least a cannonade, 
and by going I should lose all the fim. 

" * But there is no such thing as sleeping here,' said I." 

" * I wiD give you a berth, on the boat,' said he—' most 
of us are going to sleep on board, so that if anything hap- 
pens we can have a fair sight — ^besides it is the only place 
there is, handy.' 

" So about the usual time of retiring we went on board 
the little steamer, and I found that aU her berths were oc- 
cupied, while some were sleeping on the cabin floor. 
For some time, we watched the island and the Canada 
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shore, but seeing nothing but the usual camp fires, and 
nothing to indicate any movement, a watch was set on 
deck, and we retired. The wash of the current, and the 
grinding of the ice along the shores, mingled with the 
roar ofthe fitlls below, soon put us to sleep. 

^'I was awakened bj a shot, and thinking it was the 
signal of an engagement across the water, I sprang 
out of my berth. Now I heard men clambering upon 
the vessel; pistols were fired, amid oaths and shouts, 
curses and blows. We were boarded. I rushed fi>rward, 
and met the flash of a battle lanthom, and saw a dozen 
armed men, coming towards me. I turned back, recol- 
lecting another entrance to the cabin. All was confiision 
on board. There were no anyis but the musket, fired by 
our watch, which had awaked me. When I got upon the 
guard, the boat was covered with assailants. Some of 
the crew had sprung into the water— others jumped on 
the dock. A stout feUow whom I had noticed in the even- 
ing, was near me. With a curse at the cowardly British, 
who had attacked us, unarmed and sleeping, he sprang 
upon the dock. I followed him — several shots were fired, 
and he feU — ^I stumbled against him, and heard the balls 
whistle over my head. Poor Durfee was a corpse, shot 
through the brain, and I was^ stunned and saved by falling 
against one of the wooden sleepers. I heard the oaths 
of the boarding party, and the shrieks and groans of those 
who fell beneath their sabres. In a few moments, their 
boats were manned, the steamer cast ofifand towed into the 
stream. I knew they could not stem the current of this 
river, but soon saw what was their intention. Two boats 
towed her far into the river, while the crew of another 
were on board. Soon a fire burst from her cabins, and 
all took to their boats. They continued to pull her into 
the stream, until they could no longer bear the heat of the 
blazing vessel, or were approaching too near the rapids. 

'* The men who had escaped, now stood upon the dock, 
with those who had been in the tavern. We watched 
the flames as they blazed higher and higher. At last they 
reached the boiler — ^the steam was raised, and the engine 
commenced working. 

*' A light shone from the Canada shore, throwing its 
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kmd TBJ9 oyer the river. It was the beacon for the re« 
turning boats <^ these brave warriors. 

^The Caroline was now wrapped in flames, which 
lighted up the scenerj — far more grand and gloomy in 
winter, than jou see it now. We thought we heard 
shrieks of agony, and saw moving forms upon the fiery 
vesseL As she came down, her speed increased, and the 
flames burned with greater fury, until they were quenched 
in Niagara. All was dark again — and as we to<^ up the 
corpse of the murdered man, we heard three loud huzzas 
firom the other shore." 

" Merciful God ! How many were lost t" 

*^ We could never tell. Some on board were strangers ; 
and there were twelve, whokwere from that night missing." 

^ And you in all this peril," said Mary, whose &C6 now 
grew as pale, as it had before been flushed, with the ex- 
citement of the story. 

'' Ah ! it is not very unpleasant, when it is once over* 
A man dies but once, and the eariier that occurs, the less 
his chance for unhappiness." 

" That is neither the voice of nature nor reason, I be- 
lieve," said Mary, seriously. 

'* Perhaps not ; but misanthropy oflen listens to it, not« 
withstanding. But, 'tis your.dinner hour, almost. Shall 
we return ?" 

** Yes — but you must promise to cross the river wiA 
me, and to tell me how our Navy Island friends carried 
on the war." 

^* It is a foolish story — ^but what I saw aflerwards may 
give jrou an idea of what you will probably never witness 
— a cannonade at midnight I" 

While our friends find their way back to their hotel 
and dumer, the reader may refresh himself— or herself, if 
the author be so happy — and then read another chapter. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE MIDNIGHT CANNONADE. 

"Now, Mr. Temple, to complete our walk," said Maij, 
after diimer. 

"What! more walking — ^more Niagara?" said Mr. 
Hallett, who was settling himself for a comfi)rtable siesta. 

"Ah ! yes, pa — 'tis the last day, you know. I mtist 
take one more look from Table Rock." 

No objection was made, for the more Mr. Hallett saw 
of Temple, the better he liked him ; and in the prudence 
of Mary he placed the highest and most deserved confi- 
dence. 

A few moments brought them to the brink of the pre- 
cipice. They descended the almost interminable stairs, 
got into a boat at the bottom, and in a few moments were 
pitching and tossing in the mad and foamy waters of the 
great gulf, below the cataract. 

He was a bold man, who first crossed the river at this 
«pot. Once caught in the current, and destruction is in- 
evitable. But the strong and careful oarsmen, used to 
the eddies and whirlpools of this fearful navigation, ferry 
across thousands every season, without an accident. 

Sometimes the spray is almost blinding; but when you 
can see the fidls from the river below, the view is glori- 
ous. It seems as if the vast world of waters was poured 
down from heaven. You see the billows beneath, piled 
, up, in vast pyramids of foam. 

Landed safely from this brief, but exciting voyage, our 
friends clambered up the road, cut in the cliff with infinite 
labor, and advanced toward the point of view most cele- 
brated, and most sought by tourists. On the Table Rock, 
you stand on a level with the water as it bends toward its 
final plunge, and nearest the great mass of the cataract. 
It is a dizzy, and a fearful spot, where beauty and terror 
mingle in such proportions, as are seldom seen. It is not 
a place for idle talk ; and the dullest souls are fer the time 
impressed with. the sublimity of the scene. They go 
away, and try to find vent for their feelings, by writii^ 
ridiculous stuff in the blank books, benevolently kept for 
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that purpose. Benevolently — ^because it is apprehended 
that some brains might occasionally burst, were there not 
some sort of safety-valve. 

The sun was now sinking in the west, surrounded by 
such glories as are seen only east of the great lakes, those 
great mirrors of nature, which form a sort of kaleidoscope 
in the sky. I know of no other way to account for the 
surpassing splendor of the sunset scenes at Buffido and 
Niagara — ^worth going a thousand miles to see. 

Mary and her companion walked up from the Table 
Rock, and found a place upon the bank above, where at a 
single view, they could see the falls, the rapids. Iris Island, 
the rocky gorge below, and the bright river fitr above — 
while the sun, surrounded by a thousand glorious shapes 
and hues, threw over all, his parting splendor. 

''Now, sir, for your promise," said Afary, when she had 
viewed this scene for a few moments, in silence, — " here 
is the scene, and now for your story of the cannonade at 
midnight." 

'' It is but a simple story, and for its efl^t, I must trust 
to your imagination. It was a scene I shall never forget, 
however poorly I may describe it. 

^'Our view is now of the western side of Navy Island, 
next to the shore of Chippawa, and where the principal 
batteries were planted. Above, you see Grand Island, 
lapping below Navy Island, on the eastern side, with a nar- 
row channel between, and through that passes the line 
which divides the two countries." 

" So Navy Island belongs to Great Britain?" 

" Did I forget to tell you so? Yeff— otherwise the Pa- 
triots must have been dislodged by our own authorities — 
that is, if they had found a sufficient force to do it 

'' The outrage of the Caroline raised the excitement to 
a tremendous pitch. The militia were called together 
from all the neighboring counties, to prevent other incur- 
sions upon the soil. Volunteers flocked to Navy Island, 
and the provincial commander thought it necessary to 
take more active measures. 

"It was a few days after the destruction of this ill-fated 
vessel, that I went upon the island, to pay a visit to a gal- 
lant fellow, who had volunteered, under the general mis- 
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i^)prehen8ion that existed, as to the extent of the outbreak, 
and the disposition of the Colonists. 

" Th€^ treated me politely, gave me a dinner of pork 
and beans, and at night, sent me back in a ski£^ with 
a stout, red-headed Canadian, a refugee, and a bold, 
desperate fellow, whose hands were steeped in blood be- 
jond the hope of pardon. He had leave of absence for 
the night, and placed himself at mj disposal. 

"'Now Lett,' said I, when we had crossed the river, 
and he had drunk a stiff glass of hot stuff, 'what do you 
say to a row V 

" ' I don't care, if I am only near the island, so as 
to be there in case of an attack. I think there will be 
something done to-night.' 

" 'WeU — how would you like to go and pay a visit 
to our fellows on Grand Island T You must know that 
a detachment of militia had been placed where you see 
those two log cabins, to preserve the neutrality. They 
had a funny way of doing it ; but rfb matter for that. 

"Lett made no answer, but started for the skifl^ and 
I followed him. It was a bitter cold, star-light night, when 
we pushed our light skiff into the river, past the running 
ice. The current swept down so strong that it was no 
easy task to row against it. The night was very dark, 
and it was impossible to distinguish any thing on shore. 
We steered by the stars, and the watch-fires that skirted 
Navy Island. The brealdng of an oar would have sent 
us over the falls, without a single hope of succor. To have 

been found in company with the assassin of ^ in 

a boat at such a time, upon the Niagara river, by one of 
the English barges, which frequently came round in the 
night, would have led to death almost as inevitable. 

"We pulled away almost in silence, looking carefolly 
over the dark waters ; for Lett, though cool and daring, 
knew the full extent of his danger. 

" When two-thirds of the way across, we heaid near 
us the row-locks of a heavy boat. Determined not to be 
behind them, whoever they might be, I hailed them the 
same instant that they hailed me. At the same moment, 
both boats grounded on a sand-bar. 

'' ' Come along side, or I will fire,' said a hoarse voice* 
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" It was the safest way in any event. So shoying off 
the bar, a few strokes brought us along side. It was an 
armed boat from Navy Island ; friends of course. They 
knew Lett, and we soon got to the lower end of Grand 
Island. Lett drew the skiff into the bushes, and we clam- 
bered up the bank, and made for the quarters of the mili- 
tia, where bright fires were shining through the crevices 
of the logs. 

" The Colonel gave me as hospitable a reception as his 
circumstances would admit ; and Lett found himself at 
home among the boys. While we were talking, there 
came a booming sound, that started Lett to his feet, and 
we went out doors. It is, as you see, in plain sight of 
both banks, all the way down, and just out of the range 
of the batteries. 

** When I got into the open air, a mortar was fired — 
the shell rose, passing high over the river, the blazing fuse 
marking its track, and then it exploded, in a burst of light, 
an hundred feet in the air, over the island. 

** * I may as well be here as any where, if that's all,* 
said Lett, as his eye ran up and down the river. * We 
don't mind those things.' 

" * Well, how do you like those V said I, as a battery of 
forty-two's were fired in quick succession, lighting up the 
river and island at every flash, and drowning the roar of 
Niagara with their thunder, while we could hear the crash 
of every shot among the timber. 

** * Oh ! the boys are all snug enough, and are cracking 
their jokes, at every shot.' 

" *Then they must crack them pretty fast,' said I, as the 
guns were served rapidly, along the whole line, while 
shell after shell, followed each other through the air, and 
lighted the whole island with their bright explosions ; and 
then the rockets — " 

" Rockets ?" said Mary, " what, such as they have at 
Niblo's?" 

" No. Not quite so innocent as those, but huge things 
that went across the river like a blazing comet, with a 
roar like some horrid monster, each carrying a cannon ball 
in its head. They are a frightful missive ; but not Tory 
dangerous ; not sure, at all events." 
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*< But what were our poor fellows on the island doing 
all this time ?" 

<' They fired a few shots occasionallj, just to show that 
they were alive and kicking, and then the batteries blazed 
away again." 

"What a spectacle ! Niagara in winter, at midnight — 
hostile armies— -cannon belching forth flames and thunders 
— crockets blazing and roaring like flying demons ; and 
shell bursting over the forest, with this eternal thunder of 
Niagara, to fill up the chorus !" 

" How much better you imagine than I describe it I 
See, the sun is setting, we must return." 

" Yes— one look more at the sunset, and at Niagara — 
one look more at this scene of war. But were any killed ?" 

"No— I believe not. It was a purely picturesque 
affair, and as innocent as a spectacle at the theatre. Gen* 
Scott soon succeeded in starving the Islanders, and they 
concluded to abandon their romantic position, which was 
every day growing more inconvenient and more ridicu- 
lous. 

" My firiend Lett, after a series of bold adventures, too 
heroic for these matter-of-fact times, was consigned to the 
State Prison at Auburn." 

" I shudder to think of your danger," said Mary, when 
they had walked some time in sUence. 

" May I hope that you will think of me at all ?" asked 
Edward, pausing, and looking her steadfastly in the face, 
with an expression, which showed how deep a meaning 
his words conveyed. 

" Yes"* — she replied frankly — " Yes, I shall not forget 
you." There was little in the words ; but much in the man- 
ner in which she had said them, that made him infinitely 
hapPy. 



CHAPTER XV. 

8AHAT06A. 



While our friends, the Hallett's are making their way, 
by the usual route, to Saratoga, let us get there before 
3* 
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them bjr our shorter conveyance, once the shortest thit 
existed. A poet of our school-boy days, thus apostrophes 
this space-annihilator — 

*< How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight , 
The tempest itself lags behind, ^ 

And the swifl- winged arrows of light !** 

That is all very fine — ^but the magnetic telegraph is 
down on us ; and running a neck and neck race with the 
imagination. 

At Saratoga, where people dawdle in the morning, dance 
at night, and get fashionably physicked, behold our New 
York friends assembled. Judevine is as cool and philo- 
sophical as ever; Hillson, as softly sentimental ; Jones, 
as killing, and Smith and Brown as elegant as ever in 
their own estimation. 

They tried the waters two or three mornings, and voted 
them disgusting. They played billiards and ten-pins, as 
people always do, when recreation becon^s a matter of 
business. 

" Here we have been three days," said~ Hillson, one 
morning, "and the divinity does not appear." 

"The more time to prepare your biUet'dou^" 'aaM Ju- 
devine. "But it is of no use to be idle. ' I have been 
engaged in a very important business. Here is a list of 
the heiresses, with their probable ages, estimated fortunes, 
and known incumbrances." 

" Let's see it ! — ^let's have it f " exclaimed all at once. 

"Not so &st, gentlemen," said Judevine with provoking 
coolness ; " one does not usually give something for noth- 
ing. You must manage to reciprocate." 

" In what way ?" asked Jones. " I have ascert^ed 
that certain married ladies have no objection to a virtuous 
flirtation, or^ platonic attachment. I know the men who 
always play cards while their wives are dancing, and have 
discovered two or three who take a regular siesta." 

"All that is valuable — ^what else?" 

" There are six or eight adorable widows to whom I 
intend to write sonnets," said Hillson, "but I don't mind 
giving up two or three of them." 

"Sonnets to widows? Pshaw! Misses in their teens 
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may nibble* at such small bait, but widows, believe me, 
require something less ethereal. Sighs and sonnets do 
for the first courtship, but not the second. Matrimony 
has been a little too matter-of.&ct, for a second love of 
such nonsense. But here is the western train ; and there's 
old Hallett, by all that's fortunate. Jones ! why the dense 
are you not there to welcome our lady love — no. Brown, 
not so fast ; it is his privilege." 

Even a slight acquaintance is always well received in 
a strange place. Mary shook hands with Mr. Jones, with 
undisguised cordiality, whose heart beat high with hope, 
for he admired her with as strong a sentiment as he was 
capable of entertaining towards any one but himself. 
8he also bowed smilingly to her collected admirers on 
the piazza of the hotel, and each one imagined that her 
momentary glance, which had taken in all with the utmost 
impartiality, had rested particularly upon him. There 
was to be a " hop" in the evening, and Mr. Jones flat- 
tered himseHVthat among his numerous accomplishments, 
he was peculiarly an adept in dancing, and all the etiquette 
of the ball room. Believing that he was there seen to the 
utmost advantage, and anxious, by one bold stroke, to se- 
cure the prize, which he now thought within his grasp, 
he took the earliest opportunity to solicit the honor of be- 
ing Miss Hallett's cavalier, that evening. There was no 
objection, and he was happy. 

Excited by vanity, wine, and what he fiincied must be 
passion — delighted with himself^ and therefore imagining 
that he was equally agreeable to the lady whom he hon- 
ored with hb attentions, Mr. Jones carried on his court- 
ship in the most extraordinary manner, and had several 
times nearly come to a declaration ; but though Miss Hal- 
lett was evidently amused at what she considered his in- 
nocent impertinences, there was something in her manner, 
that repelled him as often as he made the attempt. 

Judevine, capable of strong passions, and of concealing 
them, had watched them with interest, and when he so- 
licited Mary's hand for a quadrille, it was with a tremor, 
the cause of which he would scarcely to himself acknow- 
ledge, so much had cold-hearted calculation become his 
theory. No man could render himself more interesting, 
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and even fascinatiiig, when he chose; His conversation 
was brilliant, and at times profound. More eflectivelj 
than either, he could at pleasure display the semblance of 
the finest sensibilitj, and the strongest enthusiasm. In 
every point of view, Miss Hallett was a desirable match 
for him. He could appreciate her fortune, her beauty, 
and her high and pure character. 

**You have been on your knees to Nature at Niagara,'' 
said he in one of the talking pauses of the dance. ^ I envy 
you the freshness of your emotions." 

** I enjoyed the scene as well as I could ; but who can 
be satisfied with their appreciation of such a wonder," said 
Mary. 

** How different a scene is this I" continued Judevine. 
'^ Yet, to those who are here, it is much more satisfiustoiy. 
The music of nature is less charming than that of the 
orchestra. Besides, the ladies find the cataract a power- 
ful rival. You may have fi>und a single admirer at Nia- 
gara. Here you have half a dozen at least^^waiting their 
turn to pay their addresses." 

Mary colored, but said with a laugh, *' Ah ! am I so 
fortunate ? Pray who are the gallant and disconsolate 
knights, waiting to do their devoirs? I find that if Sara- 
toga is not so sublime as Niagara, it is much more ro- 
mantic." 

" It is celebrated in that way, I believe," said Judevine, 
and added, in a low musical voice, *^ I am but a looker on, 
here in Vienna — ^but if Miss HaUett will allow me the 
privilege of a fiiend, I may put her on her guard, against 
some of the dangers that await her." 

'^ Dangers, Mr. Judevine ? Is my poor heart to be taken 
by storm, then? But you must be a wizzard to know all 
this." 

*^ A wizzard ? The term is unfashionable, but if a 
power to read the hearts of men and women be wizzard- 
crafl, I may make some pretension." 

The air of grave mystery in which this was said, might 
have excited die curiosity, at least, of a wiser and more 
experienced person than Mary; and she rashly replied, 
but still playfully. 

^* Pray then. Sir Wizzard, read me my destiny." 
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"Favor me with your arm for a turn on the balcony, 
and I will exercise my poor skill in your behalf" said Ju- 
devine, as the dance now ended. They stepped forth into 
the balmy air of a starlight night. 

" Your destiny here," said he, " is that of beauty and for- 
tune. You will be assailed by many admirers. The first 
will be a gentleman who looks upon you with an admira- 
tion next to that which he bestows upon his looking glass ; 
who will imagine, when he asks your hand and heart, that 
he is conferring a singular favor." 

" Oh ! he is soon disposed of. No woman yields to a 
fop, who has any regard for her own real or imaginary 
beauty. Go on." 

" The next is a sentimental youth, modest and retiring 
to a fault, but very brave on paper. He will indite you 
amorous billets, and sonnets, perhaps, so warm with pas- 
sion that they will consume the paper." 

" A consumation most devoutly to be wished. A man 
must not fire loves missives firom la paper battery. Love 
from the heart don't come through the inkstand." 

" Two more, will make their approaches in the form 
considered most formal. Having satisfied themselves 
upon all the necessary circumstances and contingencies 
— ^figured, up your fortune to a cypher — calculated the near 
and remote efiects, they will each, in turn, if you are ob- 
durate still, and still refuse all these flattering ofilers, pro- 
pose that you should share their honored and illustrious 
names. And then — " 

" What ! more still ?" said Mary, interested in spite of 
herself, and wondering where all this would end. 

"Yes, there is another ; one who, whether you are 
present or absent, adores you. One who would shield 
you from danger, and save you from peril, whose arm 
should prevent you from falling from that sublime height, 
where your noble impulses and beautiful enthusiasm might 
place you. One, who has never breathed to you the voice 
. of love, yet whose every look and tone is filled with pas- 
sionate adoration." 

Mary started from him, pale as death. "You are in- 
deed a wizzard !" she said. " How can you have read 
my heart ?" Quick as thought she sprang away, and dis- 
appeared, in the house* 
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^ How can he know ?" again and again she asked her- 
self, "that Edward loves me ?" 

She fell asleep with the strangely revealed but blissful 
assurance. 

Judevine was not less surprised. Intending, with all 
his art, to make a deep impression upon her, and to shadow 
forth an ideal, of which he was to be the reality — he was 
Uttle aware of the delicate ground upon which he had been 
treading. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

MORE MYSTIFICATION. 

" How could he know ?" Mary an hundred times re- 
peated to herself. " Does he— can he read my thoughts ?" 
And she asked herself if what he had said were true ; if 
Temple loved her, and if her OMm heart responded to that 
sentiment. She found in the calm joy with which she 
trusted in the truth of his mysterious announcement, her 
best answer. 

The evening brought its usual festivities. Judevine had 
his eye upon her, but he had been so satisfied with the 
evident impression that he had made upon her the night 
before, that he was only anxious to confirm it, little think- 
ing, how differently his words had been inte^rpreted, from 
what he had intended. 

Passing near Jones, he whispered — "Use your oppor- 
tunity, my boy, while you have it. You never looked so well 
in your life, and you are never so much at home as in the 
ball room. Go ahead, my dear boy I and success to you !" 

Passing on, he watched the result. He saw Jones ap- 
proach and speak to her — ^he watched him as he grew 
more earnest in his conversation. He saw her color 
come and go, with a look of surprise which he rightly sup- 
posed to be the result of the fulfilment of his prediction. 
And then he saw, how that with a quiet dignity, she re- 
pulsed the ambition of her suiter, wounding his vanity as 
little as might be. All this could easily be seen, though 
he was at too great a distance to hear a word that was 
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spoken. He saw Jones, subdued, and respectful, take his 
leave of her ; and then he managed, as if by accident, to 
throw himself in her way. 

** Miss Hallett looks serious to-night," he said, in his 
blandest tones. *' Is she impatient for the fulfilment of my 
prophecy ?" 

"OhLno. It comes too &8t. I cannot tell by what 
power you know my thoughts or my destiny ; and I do not 
think you would trifle with me." 

" Trifle ? Oh ! no. You will know, if you are not 
convinced already, that in every thing I said last night, I 
spake most truly ; most truly of all, when I told of the ado- 
ration of one, who, though he has spent but a few hours in 
your society, yet found them full of happiness, and hope." 

" I cannot conceal, and I need not," she replied, " how 
much I owe to him." 

*^ He is a thousand times repaid in the hope, that you 
will one day feel how truly he adores you," said Judevine, 
in his deepest voice and most musical intonations. They 
were interrupted, and he bowed his adieu, and walked 
away with a smile of triumph. 

Poor Jones ! Confident as his vanity had made him — 
disappointed and chagrined as Jie felt, at the firm, most 
decided, though most kind rejection of his suit ; he felt in 
honor bound to make immediate report to Hillson, who 
came, as Judevine said, next in order. 

The next day, Mary met Judevine, and handing him a 
letter, said — 

" It is useless for me to attempt any concealment from 
you. By whatever means you know the present, or have 
foretold the future, I am compelled to trust your friendship. 
It is unnecessary to trouble my father, the proper person 
periiaps, with a mission which you can better fulfil, and 
the purport of which, if your wizzard-crafl fail not, you 
must know already." 

"My crafl, be it wizzard or not, informs me that you 
have received a billet-doux — ^but it does not tell me from 
whom. I can describe, but not name the person," said 
Judevine, aflecting still more strongly the mysterious. 

" Ah ! you know not names !" she exclaimed, with a 
feeling of relief, as she thought that her heart's secret was 
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not all revealed. "Well, I will still invoke yoor aid," slie 
added smilinglj, " You have a friend, one Mr. Hillson, 
a young gentleman whose talents and character I hold la 
very h^h estimation. Give him that package, and say 
that I ii^ire the sentiments and the terms in which they 
are conveyed, but I am very sorry that they are inscribed 
to one who is incapable of appreciating them as they de- 
serve. We return to town to-morrow, and shall be happy 
to see you and your friends, when you have become tired 
of Saratoga." 

" Miss Hallett," said Judevine impressively, " I thank 
you for your confidence. I wish to deserve your friend- 
ship. When you shall have seen all my predictions ful- 
filled, as you have already a part, you may believe in the 
fiiith of one who, after so many hours of silent worship, 
owed to chance or destiny, the opportunity of winning 
your regard." 

" Say Providence, fi>r surely some unseen power guided 
him!" she responded quickly — then blushed, at the endor 
she had manifested, while Judevine, seizing her hand, 
raised it gallantly to his lips, and bowed low as she left 
him. 

The lady was mystified. How can it be ? she asked 
herself again. But there was no denying that it was. 

Judevine, secure of his power, was contented to wait 
patiently for the consummation of its enjoyment* 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE PAKXr. 

"Did I not tell you that the last chance was the best?" 
said Judevine, who was giving a little blow-out, to console 
his disappointed frien(]l3, on the result of their amours. 

"Yes — and you said the first was the worst, which I 
had the pleasure of experiencing," said Jones. 

"Well — Smith and Brown fared. the same; though no- 
thing could be more unexceptionable than their modes of 
courtship." 

"It seems deuced strange," sakl Smith, "how coolly 
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she to<^ the matter, when I popped the question. She 
acted just as if she had been expecting it, for three months, 
and had got her answer by heart," said Smith, with some 
asperity, 

" Exactly so with me," chimed in Mr. Brown. 

"Well — it will be all the same an hundred years hence," 
responded the philosophical Judevine, "and as but one of 
us could succeed, you may as well congratulate me, as I 
you." 

" Why? Is it settled then ?" asked HiUson. 

"Yes — that is, it is settled quite to my satisfaction. 
There is a tacit understanding, without any direct avowal. 
That leaves every thing in my hands, and whatever hap- 
pens, I am not committed." 

Thus it was. All had proposed, and all, with singular 
coolness had been refused. Judevine had persevered in 
the sort of mystery which had appeared to answer his pur- 
pose, and which he found it difficult to lay aside ; and 
Mary, not liking, almost fearing Judevine, could not break 
off from the confidence, which his apparent knowledge of 
her thoughts and destiny compelled. 

It was autumn. Every body had returned to town — 
those who had remained there during the summer being 
nobodies of course. One of the most brilliant parties of 
the opetiing season, was given by our friends, the Halletts. 
These things are so much alike, throughout the civilized 
world, that the reader will please remember the last one 
that he attended, or read of. 

Among the white vests and kid gloves, were the Smiths, 
the Browns, and the Joneses — ^including our acquaintances. 
There also were Hillson and Judevine. 

It chanced that Edward Temple had arrived in New 
York, that very morning, by the night boat from Albany ; 
and had lost no time in calling at the counting-room of 
Mr. Hallett, who was very glad to see him ; and received 
him in the kindest and most fatherly way in the world. 
They had a long talk upon all sorts of matters, especially 
political and commercial. Edward wondered at the sin- 
gular inquisitiveness of the old man, in drawing him out 
upon these subjects, and was gratified to find how weU 
they agreed in their opinions. Mr. Hallett did not forget 
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to tell Temple of the party that night, nor fiul to insist 
upon his attendance. 

Taking a cab at the Astor House at nine o'clock, Tem- 
ple soon found himself at the door of a mansion in Bleecker 
street, from every window of which, a flood of light was 
pouring. He heard delicious music, and in a few mo- 
ments was making his waj through a crowd, to paj his 
respects to the ladies. Ah ! how beautiful looked Mary, 
as the queen of that scene of splendor and beauty ! He 
was expected, and his reception was all that he could 
desire. When the few moments allowed for conversation 
had passed, he gave way for other guests, and in turning, 
met with an old, and once an intimate acquaintance. 

" Why, Hillson I" he cried, " is that really you ?" 

"What, Temple?" 

" The same, my dear fellow ; and what an age since I 
•aw you ! — ^but you lock just as you did ten years ago — 
only a little paler." 

" I've lost my color lately — the fact is, my health has 
not been quite so good as usual this falL" 

" Oh ! the old story, I suppose. Are you as sentimen- 
tal as ever 1 Who is the latest flame ?" 

" You are as fond of a joke as ever, at all events, I see," 
said Hillson, with an efiS>rt to smile. " But how came 
you here 7 I did not know that you were acquainted with 
the HaUetts." 

"Yes — slightly. I met them last summer at Niagara. 
Miss Hallett is very charming to-night." 

"No use. Temple — she's engaged !" 

"What!'^ 

" Oh ! ycu are in for it, already, I see. Well, it's all 
in a lifetime, high-ho !" 

"But who is she engaged to?" 

" I don't know as it's any particular secret. It is the 
gentleman you see leaning upon the table yonder, and en- 
gaged in looking at her now — ^Mr. Judevine." 

Why attempt to describe the bitterness of feeling, with 
which a man endures, and conceals % shock like this ? 
Those who have experienced it need no such description 
— to those who have not, the best that pould be written 
would but poorly convey the crushing desolation of the 
thought, that the loved and trusted on^, is false. 
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The glare of light was now painful-^rousic had lost its 
power to charm — ^beauty seemed &lse, treacherous, and 
hateful. He sought a quiet comer where he could collect 
his thoughts. He found a small apartment, dimly lighted 
and deserted, and throwing him^lSf upon a divan, he re- 
flected upon all the scenes, all the hopes, all the emotions 
of the past. 

A footstep approaches — ^he turns his head carelessly — 
he sees the object of his thoughts. 

"Why Mr. Temple !" Mary joyfiilly cried, "how came 
you to desert us ? I have been looking for you every 
where. Are you not well ?" she asked, anxiously, as she 
perceived his paleness and agitation. 

"Yes— no." 

" Yes— and no— surely something unpleasant has oc- 
curred. Ah ! Forgive my freedom, but confide in me. 
You are Very unhappy. Would to heaven I could save 
you from some calamity as great as the one from which 
you once rescued oae !" 

"Save me from myself— from memory, then," said Tem- 
ple, bitterly. "Miss Hallett, I will confess the truth, and 
you will pardon my last weakness. I have dared to love 
you." 

"Edward!" 

" Yes — ^reproach me — ^I deserve it, my folly is severely 
punished." 

"Punished." 

" Hear me out — it is the last time I shall ever offend 
you. I have loved you — God knows with what a pure 
devotion, and with what wild hopes. You have been in 
my thoughts by day, and my dreams by night — my ever 
present ideal of all that is lovely, and piJre, and beautiful. 
I came here, accepting your too kind — ^your most cruel in- 
vitation, and I find you engaged to another." 

" Engaged to another ! — O Edward, is it true that you 
have so loved me ? Have you so thought, and so dreamed 
of me ? Am I then so dear to you ?" 

" Yes ! Though it but minister to your pride, yes. It 
is not less the truth. I did love you fondly — still, I love 
you, madly. But enough of this, — Farewell ! God bless 
you ! He rose, to leave the room ; but Mary sprang to 
him, caught him by the arm, and smiling fondly, said — 
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** Surely, yon will not leare me so, if you loTe me ; and 
surely you need not believe every idle story, when you had 
my promise — no unmeaning promise — that I would not 
forget you." 

** And is it fidse, then? Are you not engaged to Jude- 
vine?" 

" Mercy, no I To Judevine ?" 

'* Yes — to Judevine !" said that gentleman, grinding the 
words through his teeth. ^ Yes, to me f You are en- 
gaged to me^^eny it, if you dare!" 

*'If I dare, sir? You, who have stooped to the mean- 
ness of a listener^ say dare, to me I Engaged to you?— 
never! I never, by word or action, gave you reason to 
think so. Here is he, who saved me in peril — he of whom 
you spoke so mysteriously — the only one who has the 
slightest claim upon my affection or gratitude— except my 
father," she added, as Mr. Hallett entered the room, and 
looked sternly around him. 

'^ / speak of him ?" said Judevine, with a derisive laugh. 
" I never knew, or thought of him. I have spoken of my- 
self alone. I am not a man to make love as the proxy of 
another." 

" I see all your art, sir, and I despise it," said Mary, 
calmly — for in a moment all that had seemed so strange, 
was explained to her. 

Temple led Mary into another room, while Mr. Hallett 
very politely intimated to Mr. Judevine, that a servant 
would find his hat and cloa}^ for him at his earliest con- 
venience. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE WINDING UP. 

'*'Well, curse me, if this is not a pretty affeir!" ex- 
claimed Mr. Judevine, in a less philosophical tone than 
usual. '^I, a man of the world, caught in a trap of my 
own setting ! I lay my plans adroitly to catch a charm- 
ing heiress, throw away six months, and find at the end 
that I have been engaged in the pleasing employment 
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of fanning the flames of a passion, which bums for another. 
Bah ! the very fiend must have been at work to thwart 
me ; and at the very moment I was about to secure the 
prize, here drops a fellow from the clouds, who proves to 
be the accepted lover of the girl, and a favorite with the 
old people. Here's a pretty bit of remaned !'^ 

A rap at the door interrupted this little soliloquy. Ju« 
devine opened it and admitted Jones and Hillson. 

"Well, Judevine," exclaimed the latter, "when is the 
happy day? You'll invite us to your wedding, won't you?" 

" You'll endorse my note for a thousand the next day, 
I am sure," said Jones." 

"Go on — gentlemen!" said Judevine, assuming a care- 
lessness which did not correspond with his feelings. 

"No" — said Hillson, "we won't be hard on you. It 
is bad enough to have every body laughing at you. So 
the lady had a prior attachment ? That accounts for my 
not making any impression on her heart. She admired 
my letter, you know, but as she was in love already, it 
was thrown away, of course." 

"And this was the reason why I failed of my usual 
success," said Mr. Jones ; for when was wounded vanity 
incurable ? 

"Laughed at?" said Judevine* "I don't mind that — 
the world is not worth minding, any way ; but to be de- 
feated in my cherished plans, is not so very agreeable. 
Hillson! who is thjs Temple?" 

"An excellent fellow; brave, generous, clever, versa- 
tile, handsome, as you see, and just the man for a girl like 
Miss Hallett to fall in love with." 

" Well — ^the thing is done. There is no use in com- 
plaining. You see that I was right, Jones, in regard to 
Niagara — it is a better place for love af&irs than Sara- 
toga, vlt will be all the same an hundred years hence, 
and Niagara is a bore, any way." 

"May I be permitted to ask, if the vine fruit ih not 
rather aciduous?" asked Hillson. 

"Oh! sour grapes? Perhaps so — ^but never mind.- I 
have told you a thousand times, that I was a philosopher — 
now I'll prove it." 

" What will you do? not blow your brains out, I trust?" 
asked Jones, with pretended anxiety. 
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**The d — ^1! no. Would it be acting like a philosopher, 
for a man tinder forty, with a good constitution, to leave a 
world fuU of good eating, delicious wine, and pretty wo- 
men, without any reasonable certainty of finding a better? 
No— -I shall do better than that. I shall just walk down 
to Mr. Hallett's store and apologise— I shall beg Miss 
Mary's pardon, and get introduced to Temple. I shall be 
invited to the wedding, find a place at his table, make a 
friend, who wiU be useful to me, give Christmas presents 
to his children, and if I don't marry, and he dies first, 
God knows but I may marry his widow." 

Judevine carried out his intentions, which were worthy 
of his reputation as a man of the world, and a philosopher. 

Edward Temple, married to the woman of his heart, 

has been initiated into business, by Mr. Hallett, with the 

. prospect of being his successor. He gives his attention 

to the ledger, at the counting-room, reserving poetry and 

art for the enjoyments of home. 

Jones, and Hillson, and Smith, and Brown, are still in 
the market. Judevine is so much of a philosopher, that 
when Mrs. Temple gently alludes, as she sometimes will, 
to wizzards, and prophets, he smiles — sighs — and says: 
"Ah! well; 'tis all in a life time." 

The other day, at a dinner party, at Temple's, where 
our friends were assembled, the subject of gambling came 
up, in conversation. 

"I knew a case of extraordinary infatuation," said Hill- 
son; "five gentlemen threw dice for a lady." 

"What ! a raffle for a wife?" said Mrs. Temple. 

"Yes — ^for the chance to win her. My friend, Mr. 
Jones, threw highest, and proposed first — ^I came second. 
But in this case, the highest throw didn't win the prize." 

" I beg pardon, but it did," said the lady, blushing ; 
"the highest throw, was when Edward threw himself 
upon the cliff at Niagara, and saved my life, at the risk 
of his own." 

"The stake was worth the hazard," said Judevine, 
thoughtfully. " He risked his life, and doubled its enjoy- 
ments. Life, at the best, seems but a game of chance." 

" It appears so, truly, if we but look at second causes," 
said Temple ; "but it is a happier belief if one can enter- 
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tain it, that all things are within the guidance of a Su- 
preme Power." 

Surely, thought Mrs. Temple, it was no chance that 
gave to a poor, starving orphan, father, mother, husband, 
children, riches and friends — all that makes life happy. 

FINIS. 



"A PAGE and a half wanting!" says the printer. To 
leave it blank were sad waste of press-power, and paper, 
and world-enlightenment. Besides, I have a natural 
anxiety to give the purchaser his money's worth. When 
a printed book costs the same price as a sherry-cobbler, 
who need wonder that the reader should suck out the last 
drop of cooling sweetness? 

" Has my tale a moral ?" I have asked myself, since it 
was finished. I am afraid not. I confess that I have 
searched in vain to find one ; and perhaps it is as well 
off as most stories, without one. Better none at all, 
than a bad one, I'm thinking. 

I have, in my head, a book of morals and philosophy, 
and if I can write one, which shall be profound, without 
dullness or obscurity, the public, that is, my portion of the 
public, shall have it. 

An author cannot always consult his own judgment. 
The Booksellers must have their say — and because a 
novel is snatched up with avidity, they imagine that noth- 
ing else would seU. They think men will pay more to 
be amused, than to be instructed. Perhaps they are right. 
Taglioni, Elssler, Ole Bull, and Bamum are of the same 
opinion. 

It is of but little use to promise what I will do hereaf- 
ter — of little consequence, save to myself and the few 



d by Google 



79 mATFLB FOm A WIFB. 

who please to take an Interest in mj welfiu^ whether I 
do anything. I feel mj existence passing out of me, daj 
bj day, and each day increases the consciousness, that I 
am doing nothing as I ought. Even these regrets are 
vain and idle. 

^ All is vanity," cried a wiser and a richer man than I 
ever hope to be. The only way is to make the most of it, 
he elsewhere substantially teaches. A man, looking 
dimly into two eternities, uncertain of his origin, doubtful 
of his destination, struggling with influences which over- 
power his puny efibrts, the play-thing of chance, the 
ahuttle-cock of contending passions, fettered if not blinded 
by prejudices, with strong inducements to deceive him- 
self and his fellows, is an unsatis&ctory sort of animal. 

Since to do anything else, may be to do worse, let us 
give the cards a new shuffle, and play out the gfune ! 
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